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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


DUKE, 
FREDERICK, brother to the Duke, and uſurper of bis dale. 


dom. 
AM1ENs, Lords attending upon the Duke in bis baniſh- 
| QUEs, 5 ment. 

ö E Bro, 4 courtier attending on Frederick. 


Or 1ves, _ 1 on to Sir Rowland de Boys, who had for. | 
| en a ſervant to the Duke, 


Ene, 0 Younger brothers to Oliver. 


OrLANDO, 
ADAM, ano 
| beit the fortames of Orlando, 


DzxnN1s, ſervant 40 Oliver. 


Frederick. 
| ToucnsToNE, a clown aftending on Celia and Roſalind, 


Corin, 

SYLVIUs, 8 ſhepherds, 

A clown, in love foith Audrey, 

Wir IIa, another clown, in love with Aubrey. 
+ Sir Quivzz MAR-TRXT, a country curate,” 


1 daughter to the Duke, 


* a country wwench, 


Lordi belonging to the two. Dulet, qoith pages, forefters, 


and other attendants, 


— "IIS 
- 


ſervant of Sir Rowland de Boys, now fol- 


| CnanuEs, @ wreſtler, and ſervant to the uſtrping Dute b 


ra, bter to Frederick. | 4 
Puk RE, py wrt | 5 


"The SCENE Hes firſt near Oliver's houſe, and after- 2 
wards partly in the Duke's court, and partly in the my 
of Arden, 
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th. Mit * _ ** — — 


fol. | N 
a + ACT I. 


Duke © Oliver's Orchard, Enter Orlando and Adam. 
Orla. S I remember, Adam, it was upon 
my father bequeath'd me by will but a 
poor thouſand crowns, and, as thou ſay ſt 
charged my brother on his bleſſing to breed 
me well; and there begins my ſadneſs. 
* brother . he keeps at ſchool, and report ſpeaks 
goldenly of his profit: for my part, he keeps me ruſtically 
at home, or (to ſpeak more properly) ſtays me here at 
home unkept ; for call you that keeping for a gentleman 
of my birth, that differs not from the ſtalling of an ox? bis 
borſes are bred better; for beſides that they are fair with 
their feeding, they are taught their manage, and to that 
j end riders dearly hired ; but I, his brother, gain nothing 
ff, under him but growth, for che which his animals on his 
dungzills are as much bound to him as I. Beſides this no- 
thing that he ſo plentifully gives me, the ſomething that 
after- Nature gave me his diſcountenance ſeems to take from me, 
foreſt He lets me feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a 
brother, and, as much as in him lyes, mines my gentility 
X with my education. This is it, Adam, that grieves me z 
and the ſpirit of my father, which 1 think is within me, 
degins to mutiny againſt this ſervitude, I will no longer en- 
As dure it, tho" yet I know no wiſe remedy ho- to avoid it. 
g A3 SCENE 
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' SCENE II. Enter Oliver. 
Alam. Yonder comes my maſter, your brother. 
Orla, Go apart, Adam, and thou ſhalt hear how he will 

ſhake me vp. 

Oli, Now, Sir, what make you here ? 

Orla, Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing. 

On. What mar you then, Sir? 

Orla. Marry, Sir, Iam helping you to mar that which 
God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with idleneſs. 
2 Marry, Sir, be better employ'd, and do aught a 

while. 

Orla, Shall 1 keep your hogs, and eat huſks with them ? 
what prodigal's portion have I ſpent, that I ſhould come to 
ſuch penury ? 

Oli. Know you where you are, Sir? | 

Orla, O, Sir, very well; here in your orchard. 

ol. Know you before whom, Sir ? 

Orla. Ay, better thari he I am before knows me. N 
know you are my eldeſt brother, and in the gentle condi - 
tion of blood you ſhould ſo know me: the courteſie of na- 
tions allows you my better, in that you are the firſt born; 


but the ſame tradition takes not away my blood, were there 2 


twenty brothers betwixt us, I have as much of my father 
in me, as you albeit, I confeſs you coming before me are 
nearer to his revenue. | 


Oli. What, boy! 


in this. 
Oli. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain? 


Orla. Tam no villain: 1 am the youngeſt ſon of Sir Y 


Renoland de Boys ; he was my father, and he is thrice a 
villain that ſays ſuch a father begot villains, Wert thou 
not my brother, I wou!d not take this hand rom thy throat, 
*tzll this other had pull'd out thy tongue for ſaytag ſo ; thou 
haſt rail'd on thy ſelf, 

Adam, Sweet maſters, be patient; for your ; father's re 
membrance, be at accord, . 

Olr, Let me go, I ſay. 


Orla, Iwill not *till I pleaſe: you ſhall hear me. My 4 
father charg'd you in his will to give me good education: 
you | 


Orla. Come, come, elder brother, you are too young 1 
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2 you have train'd me up like a peafant, obſcuring and hi- 


ding me from all gentleman-like qualities; the ſpirit of my 


1 
— 


1 neither, Holla, Dennis ! 


7 morrow the wreſtling is. 


father grows ſtrong in me, and I will no longer endure it ; 


therefore allow me ſuch exerciſes as may become a gentle- 


man, or give me the poor allottery my father left me by 
© teſtament ; with that I will go buy my fortunes, 


Oli. And what wilt thou do-? beg when that is ſpent ? 


well, Sir, get you in. I will not long be troubled with 
you: you ſhall have ſome part of your will, I pray you, 


leave me. 


Orla, I will no further offend you than becomes me for 


f my good. 


Oi. Get you with him, you old dog. 
Adam. Is old dog my reward ? moſt true, I have loſt my 


2 teeth in your ſervice. God be with my old maſter, he 
& would not have ſpoke ſuch a word. 


[ Exeunt Orlando and Adam. 

. SCENE HI, * 
Ol. Is it even ſo? begin you to grow upon me? I will 
phyſick your rankneſs, and yet give no thouſand crowns 


Enter Dennis. 
Den, Calls your worſhip? 
Oli. Was not Charles, the Duke's wreſtler, here to ſpeak 
with me ? 
Den. So pleaſe you, he is here at the door, and impor- 
tunes acceſs to you, 
Oli. Call him in; ——*twill be a good way; and to- 


Enter Charles, 
Cha. Good morrow to your worſhip. 
Oli. Good Monſieur Charles, what's the new news at the 


new court? 


Cha, There's no news at the court, Sir, but the old 


news; that is, the old Duke is baniſh'd by his younger 
brother the new Duke, and three or four loving lords have 
put themſelves into voluntary exile with him, whoſe lands 
and revenues enrich the new Duke, therefore he gives them 


Food leave to wander, 


Oli. 


o 


— 
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OL, Can you tell if Roſalind, the old Duke's daughter, 
be baniſh'd with her father ? 

Cha, O, no; for the new Duke's daughter her couſin 
ſo loves her, being ever from their cradles bred together, 
that ſhe would have followed her exile, or have died to ſtay 
behind her. She is at the court, and no leſs beloved of her 
uncle than his own daughter, and never two ladies loved as 
they do. | 

on. Where will the old Duke live? 

Cha. They ſay, he is already in the foreſt of A-den, and 
a many merry men with him; and there they live like the 
old Robin Hocd of England; they ſay, many young gen- 
tlemen flock to him every day, and fleet the time careleſly, 
as they did in the golden world. 

Oli. What, you wreſtle to-morrow before the newDuke ? 

Cha. Marry do I, Sir, and I come to acquaint you with 
a matter. I am given, Sir, ſecretly to underſtand, that 
your younger brother Orlando hath a diſpoſition to come in 
diſguis'd againſt me to try a fall; to-morrow, Sir, I wreſ- 
tle for my credit, and he that eſcapes me without ſome 
broken limb ſhall acquit him well, Your brother is but 


rug and tender, and for your love I would be loth to foil 


im, as I muſt for mine own honour if he come in; there- 
fore out of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint you 
withal, that either you might ſtay him from his intend- 
ment, or brook ſuch diſgrace well as he ſhall run into, in 
that it is a thing of his on ſearch, and altogether againſt 
my will. 

oh. Charles, 1 thank thee for thy love to me, which 
thou ſhalt find I will moſt kindly requite. I had my ſelf 
notice of my brother's purpoſe herein, and have by under- 
hand means laboured to diſſuade him from it; but he is 
reſolute. I tell thee, Charles, he is the ſtubborneſt young 
fellow of France ; full of ambition, an envious emulator 
of every man's good parts, a ſecret and villainous contriver 
againſt me his natural brother ; therefore uſe thy diſcre- 
tion; I had as lief thou didſt break his neck as his finger. 
And thou wert beſt look to't; for if thou doſt him any 
Night diſgrace, or if he do not mightily grace himſelf on 
thee, he will practiſe againſt thee by paſyn, entrap * 

0 Y 
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by ſome treacherous device; and never leave thee till he hath 


1 ta'en thy life by ſome indirect means or other: for I aſſure 


thee, (and almoſt with tears I ſpeak it) there is not one 


| | ſo young and ſo villainous this day living. I ſpeak but 
* brotherly of him; but ſhould I anatomize him to thee as 
be is, I muſt bluſh and weep, and thou muſt look pale and 


Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you: if he 
come to-morrow, I'Il give him his payment; if ever he 


3 go alone again, I'll never wreſtle for prize more; and ſo, 
2 God keep your worſhip, [Exit, 


Oli, Farewel, good Charles, Now will I ſtir this game» 


> ter; I hope I ſhall ſee an end of him; for my ſoul, yet I 
know not why, hates nothing more than him. Yet he's 
gentle, never ſchool'd, and yet learned, full of noble de- 
vice, of all ſorts enchantingly beloved; and indeed fo much 
in the heart of the world, and eſpecially of my own people 
> who beſt know him, that I am altogether miſpriſed. But 


it ſhall not be ſo long; this wreſtler ſhall clear all: nothi 
remains, but that 1 kindle the boy thither, which now PL 
go about. LExit. 
SCENE IV. Before the Duke's Palace. 
| Enter Roſalind and Celia, 
Cel. I pray thee, Roſalind, ſweet coz, be merr. 
Roſ. Dear Celia, I ſhow more mirth than I am miſtreſs 
of; and would you yet I were merrier? unleſs you could 


4 teach me to forget a baniſh'd father, you muſt not learn 
me how to remember any extraordinary pleaſure, 


Cel. Herein I ſee thou lov'ſt me not with the full weight 


that I love thee. If my uncle, thy baniſhed father, had 
> baniſhed thy uncle the Duke my father, ſo thou hadſt been 
= ftill with me, I could have taught my love to take thy 
father for mine; ſo wouldſt thou, if the truth of thy love 
to me were ſo righteouſly temper'd, as mine is to thee. 


Roſ. Well, I will forget the condition of my eſtate, to 


7 rejoice in yours, 


Cel. You know my father hath no child but me, nor 


% none is like tq have, and truly when he dies thou ſhalt be 


his heir; for what he , hath taken away from thy father 
perforce, I will render thee again in aeQtion ; mine 
honour, 


> 


. — — — — — 
= — 2— — 
— —— —— —— —̃- — — 


— 
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honour, I will z and when I break that oath, let me turn 
monſter : therefore, my ſweet Roſe, my dear Roſe, be 
merry. 

Roſ. From henceforth Iwill, coz, and deviſe ſports : let 
me ſee what think you of falling in love ?, 

Cel. Marry, I pr'ythee, do, to make ſport withal ; but 
love no man in good earneſt, nor no further in ſport nei» 
ther, than with ſafety of a pure bluſh thou may ſt in ho- 
nour come off again. 

Roſ. What ſhall be the ſport then? f 

Cel. Let us fit and mock the good | houſewife fortune 
from her wheel, that her gifts henceforth be beſtowed 
equally, | 

Ref. 1 would we could do ſo ; for her benefits are migh- 
tily miſplaced, and the bountiful blind woman doth moſt 
miſtake in her gifts to women, 

Cel. *Tis true ; for thoſe that ſhe makes fair ſhe ſcarce 
makes honeſt, and thoſe that ſhe makes honeſt ſhe makes 
very ill- favoured. | 

Ref. Nay, now thou goeſt from fortune's office to na- 
ture's : fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in the li- 
neaments of nature. 1 8 

Enter Clotun. 


Cel. No? when nature hath made a fair creature, may 
ſke not by fortune fall into the fire? tho? nature hath given 
us wit to flout at fortune, hath not fortune ſent in this fool 
to cut off this argument? 

Reoſ. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature, when 
fortune makes nature's natural the cutter off of nature's 
Wit. h 

Cel. Peradventure this is not fortune's work neither, but 
nature's ; who, perceiving our natural wits too dull to reaſon 
of ſuch goddeſſes, hath ſent this natural for our whetſtone : 
for always the dullneſs of the fool is the whetſtone of the 
wits. How now, whither wander you ? 

* Cl, Miſtreſs, you muſt come away to your father. 
Cel. Were you made the meſſenger ? 
Cl. No, by mine honour ; but I was bid to come for 


you, 
Reſ. Where learned you that oath, fool ? 


24 
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ch. Of a certain Knight, that ſwore by his honour they 
were. good pancakes, and ſwore by his honour the muſtard 
was naught : now T'll ſtand to it, the pancakes were naught, 
and the muſtard was good, and yet was not the Knight 
forſworn. ; 

Cel. How prove you that in the great heap of your 
knowledge ? 

Roſ. Ay marry, now unmuzzle your wiſdom, 

Ch, Stand you both forth now); ſtrqke your chins, and 
ſwear by your beards that I am a knage. 

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art. 
, Cl, By my knavery, if I had it, then I were; but if 
you ſwear by that that is not, you-are not forfworn, 'no 
more was this Knight ſwearing by.his honour, for he never 
had any; or if he had, he had ſworn it away, before ever 
he ſaw thoſe pancakes or that muſtard, . 

Cel. Pr'ychee who is that thou mean'R ? 

Ch. One that old Frederick your father loves. 


Cl. My father's love is enough to hanour him: enough! 


ſpeak no more of him; you'll be whipt for taxation one 
of theſe days. h 
Cb. The more pity that fools may not ſpeak wiſely what 
wiſe men do fooliſhly, 

Cel. By my troth, thou ſay'ſ true; for fince the little 
wit that fools have was ſilenc'd, the little foolery that 
wiſe men have makes a great ſhew ;. here comes Monſieur 
Le Beu, © 

SCENE V. Enter Le Beu. 

— With his mouth full of news. 

Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed their young. 

Roſ. Then ſhall we be news- cram'd. 

Cel. All the better, we ſhall be the more marketable. 


Ben jour, Monficur Le Beu; what news ? 


Le Beu, Fair Princeſs, you have loſt much ſport. 

Cel. Sport; of what colour? | 

Le Beu, What colour, Madam? how ſhall I anſwer you ? 
Rof. As wit and fortune will. 
Clo. Or as the deſtinies decres. 


Cel, Woll faid, that was laid on with a trowel, 


Ch 
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Clo, Nay, if I keep not my rank —— 

Roſ. Thou loſeſt thy old ſmell, 2 
Le Beu, You amaze me, ladies; I would have told you 
of good wreſtling, which you have loſt the fight of, 

Roſ. Vet tell us the manner of the wreſtling. 
L Beu, I will tell you the beginning, and, if it pleaſe 
your ladyſhips, you may ſee the end, for the beſt is yet 
to do; and here where you are, they are coming to per- 
form it. 

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried, + 

Le Beu, There comes an old man and his three ſons, 
Cel. I could match this beginning with an old tale. 
Le Beu, Three proper young men, of excellent growth 

Roſ. With bills on their necks : Be it known unto all men 
by theſe preſents, | | | | 

Le Beu. The eldeſt of the three wreſtled. with Charles 
the Duke's wreftler, which Charles in a moment threw 
him, and broke three of his ribs, that there is little hope 
of life in him: ſo he ſerv'd the ſecond, and ſo the thirds 
yonder they lye, the poor old man their father making ſuch 
pitiful dole over them, that all the beholders take his part 
with weeping. | 
_» Ref. Alas! 
Cb. But what is the ſport, Monſieur, that the ladies 
have loſt ? | 

Le Beu. Why, this that I ſpeak of. 

Ch, Thus men grow wiſer every day. It is the firſt time 
that ever I heard breaking of ribs was ſport for ladies. - 

Cel. Or I, I promiſe thee, 

Roſ. But is there any elſe longs to ſet this broken mufick 
in his fides ? is there yet another doats upon rib- breaking? 
ſhall we ſee this wreſtling, couſin ? = 

Le Beu, You muſt if you ftay here, for here is the place 
appointed for the wreſtling; and they are ready to per- 
form it... 
: Cel. Yonder ſure they are coming: let us now ſtay and 
ee it. Fg | 
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„S8 ENI. VI. 1 
s Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, Orlando, Chace, 
| and Attendants. | 
Dale. come on, ſince the 8 will not be entreated - 
bis own peril on his forwardnels, 
Reſ. Is yonder the man? 
Le Beu, Even he, Madam, | 
Ce. Alas, he is too young z yet he looks ſucceſsfully, 
* Duke. How now, daughter and couſin z are you crept 
C hither to ſee the wreſtling ? 
Reſ. Ay, my liege, fo pleaſe you give us leave, 


4 


Due. You will take little delight in it, I can tell you, 
dere is ſuch odds in the men: in pity of the challenger's, 
youth, I would fain diſſuade him, but he will not be en- 


"7 treated, Speak to him, ladies, ſee if you can move him. 


_ Cal. Call him hither, good Monſieur Le Beu. 3 
Dale. Do ſo z I'll not be by. 
3 Le Beu. Monfeur the challenger, the Princeſs calls for 
Jou. 
cla. I attend her with all reſpe& and duty 
7 . Roſ. Young man, have you challeng'd Charles 8 ?, 
= Orla, No, fair Princeſs ; he is the general challenger : 
I come but as others do, to try with him the ſtrength of 
my youth. 
Cue. Young gentleman, your ſpirits are too bold for your 
years: you have ſeen cruel. proof of this man's ſtrength. 
If you faw your ſelf with our eyes, or knew your ſelf with 
our judgment, the fear of your adventure would counſel 
you to a more equal enterpriſe, We pray you for your 
Zown ſake to embrace your own. ſafety, and give over this 
os tempt, 
Reſ. Do, young Sir; your reputation ſhall not therefore 
e miſpriſed; we will make it our ſuit to the Duke that 
e wreſtling might not go forward. 
Orla. ] beſeech you puniſh me not with your bard 
thoughta, wherein I confeſs me much guilty to deny ſo fair 
and excellent ladies any thing, But let your fair eyes and 
gentle wiſhes go with me to my tryal, wherein if I be foil'd, 
there is but one ſham's that was never gracious ; if Kill 95 
but one dead that is willing to be ſo; I hall do wy friends 
N Vor. III. B 
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no N for J have none to lament me; the world 15 
injury, for in it I have nothing; only in the world T fil 9 
up a place, which may be better ſupply*'d when 1 have 
made it empty. Þ ; 
Reſ. The little ſtrentth that J have, I would it were with FH 
Cel, And mine to eek cut hers. = > 
Raoſ. Fare you well; pray heav*n I be deceiv'd in du. \Ar 


Orla. Your heart's defires be with you! H. 
Cha, Come, where is this young gallint, that is ſo de- f 
ſirous to lye with his mother earth? | Er 
Orla. Ready, Sir; but his will hath in it a more modeſt 
working. | — * Le 
Duke. You ſhall try but one fall, | * 
Chi, No, I warrant your Grace you ſhalf not entreat him St 
to a ſecond, that have ſo mightily perſuaded him from a firſt. If 

Orla, You mean to mock me after; you ſhould not Bi 

have mockt before; but come your ways. Kd 

Roſ. Now Hercules be thy ſpeed, young man N 

I would I were inviſible, to catch the ſtrong fellow 2 * 
by the leg! L They woreflie, T 
Rof. O excellent young man! ' 8 
If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell Who 
ould down. CR y 

Duke. No more, no more. [Charles is thrown, A 

Orla, Yes, I beſeech your Grace; I am not yet wel! Þ 
breathed. = _ 

' Duke, How doſt thou, Charles? 5 : 
Le Ben, He cannot ſpeak, my Lord. 41 

Duke, Bear him away. What is thy name, young man? 

Orla. Orlando, my liege, the youngeſt ſon of Sir Rowe 7 
land de Boys. 

Duke, I would thou hadſt been ſon to ſome man elſe; * | 
The world eſteem'd thy father honourable, . 
But I did find him ſtill mine enemy: 'F 

hou ſhouldſt have better pleas'd me with this deed, x 

adſt thou deſcended from another houſe. 2 
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, = 
Lwould thou hadft told me of another father. Ss - 

Zu Duke toitb hir Train, | 
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- SCENE VIL 
Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this? 
Orla. T am moſt proud to be Sir Rowwland's ſon, 
Hr ſt ſon, and would not change that calling 
To be adopted heir to Frederick, 
® Ro. My father lov'd Sir Rowland as his ſoul, 
all the world was of my father's mind : 
"Had I before known this young man his ſon, 
J ſhould have giv'n him tears unto entreaties, 
Ci he ſhould thus have ventur d. 
A Cel. Gentle couſin, 
Let us go thank him, and encourage bim; 
My father's rough and envious diſpoſition 
Sticks at my heart. Sir, you have well deſery'd t 
1 If you do keep your promiſes in love 
But juſſly, as you've here exceeded promiſe, 
2 Your miſtreſs ſhall be happy. 
* ARof. Gentleman, 
Wear this for me, one out of ſuits with fortune, 
That would give more, but that her hand lacks means. 
Shall we go, coz? | Gruing bim a chain from ber neck, 
= Cz. Ay; fare you well, fair gentleman, 
* Orla, Can I not ſay, I thank you ? my better parts 
Are all thrown down, and that which here ſtands up 
Is bot a quintain, a meer lifeleſs block. 
Fel. He calls us back; my pride fell with my fortunes, 
> Til aſk him what he would, Did you call, Sir? | 
> Sir, you have wreſtled well, and overthrown 
Mare than your enemies. 
Ca. Will you go, coz? 
Roſ. Have with you: fare you well. [ Exe, Raf. andCel, 
Orla. What paſſion hangs theſe weights upon 1 ? 
1 cannot ſpeak to her; yet the urg d conference. 
Enter Le Beu. 
O poor Orlando thou art overthrown; 
Or Charles, or ſomething weaker, maſters thee, 
Le u. Good Sir, I do in friendſhip counſel you 
Jo leave this place: albeit you have deſerv d 
> High commendation, true applauſe, and love; 
* Yetluch is now the Dyke's — 
1 * 
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That he miſconſtrues all that you have done. 

The Duke is humorous ; what he is indeed 

More ſuits you to conceive, than me to ſpeak of. 

Orla. I thank you, Sir; and pray you, tell me this; 
Which of the two was daughter of the Duke, 

That here were at the wreſtling ? 

Le Beu, Neither his daughter, if we judge by manners; 
But yet indeed the ſhorter is his daughter; 3 
The other's daughter to the baniſh'd Duke, - 
And here detain'd by her uſurping uncle " == 
To keep his daughter company; whoſe loves 9 
Are dearer than the natural bond of ſiſters. | 4 
But I can tell you, that of late this Duke 
Hath ta'en diſpleaſure *gainſt his gentle neice, 3 
Grounded upon no other argument, * 
But that the people praiſe. her for her virtues, de 
And pity her for her good father's ſake; t 
And on my life, his malice gainſt the lady 5 
Will ſuddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well; 7 
Hereafter in a better world than this 8 
I ſhall defire more love and knowledge of you. [ Exit, © 

Orla, I reſt much bounden to yon: fare you well! » be 
Thus muſt I from the fmoke into the ſmother 3 
From tyrant Duke unto a tyrant brother: 

_ heav*nly Roſalind [ 4 
SCENE VII. Re-enter Celia and Roſalind. 
Cel. Why, coufin, Why, Roſalind ; I have —_— 

not a word! 

Roſ. Not one to chrow at a dog. c 

Cel. No, thy words ate too precious to be eaſt away 
upon curs, throw ſome of them at me; come, lame me 


. with reaſons. 


Roſ. Then there were two coufins laid up, when. the 
cne ſhould be lam'd with reaſons, and the other anne 
out any. a 

Cel. But is all this for your father ? 

Reſ. No, ſome of it is for my father's child. Oh, bow 
full of briers is this working-day-world-! 

Cel, They are but bar, W. — 2 jn he- 

5 5a 1 5; y 


— 


day foolery; if we walk nat in the trodden paths, our 


very petticoats will catch them. | f 
wh Ro, I could ſhake them oft my coat; theſe burs are in 
| this ; | my heart. | 

Cel. Hem them away. | — 
* Ref. I would try, if I could cry bem, and have him, 
Cel. Come, come, wreſtle with thy affections. | 
2 O, they take the part of a better wreſtler than my ſelf. 
Cel. O, a good wiſh upon you ! you will try in time in 
deſpight of a fall ; but turning theſe jeſts out of ſervice let 
us talk in good earneſt: is it poſſible on ſuch a ſudden you 
ſhould fall into ſo ſtrong a liking with old Sir Rogwland's 
youngeſt ſon ? G 
Fl 2 The Duke my father loy'd his father dearly, 
4 + Doth it therefore enſue that you ſhould love his ſon 
dearly? by;this kind of chaſe I ſhould hate him; for my 
father hated his father dearly;; yet I hate not Orlando. 
* Reof. No, faith; hate him not, for my ſake, 
Why ſhould I? doth he not deſerve well? 
SCENE IX, Enter Duke with Lords. 
"> Ro. Let me love him for that; and do you love him, 
2X becauſe I do. Look, here comes the Duke. 
Cl. With his eyes full of anger. 
Due. Miſtreſs, diſpatch you with your ſafeſt haſte, 
And get you from our court. 
EReoſ. Me, uncle! 
Date. You, 
Wichin theſe ten days if that thou be ſt found 
So near our publick court as twenty miles, 
© Thou dieſt for it. 
Ko. I do beſeech your Grace, 
Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me: 
If with my ſelf I hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with my own deſires, 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantick, 
As I do truſt I am not; then, dear uncle, 


lanners; 


Never ſo much as in a thought unborn 
Did I offend your Highneſe. 
bo- Dude. Thus do all traitors, ; 
day II thei gurgation dd conſiſt Fr | 
| 3 


They 


So was I when your Highneſs baniſh'd him; 


Still we went coupled and inſeparable, 


. Wilt thou change fa ? I will give thee mine : 
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are as innocent as grace it ſelf: 
Let it ſuffice thee that I truſt thee not. 
Reſ. Vet your miſtruſt cannot make me a elner 
Tell me whereon the likelihood depends, 
Duke, Thou art thy father's daughter, there's n 
Roſ. So was I when your Highneſs took his Dukedom, 


— — 


Treaſon is not inherſted, my lord; 
Or if we did derive it from our friends, 
What's that to me ? my father was no traitor : 
Then, good my Liege, miſtake me not ſo much 
To think my poverty is treacherous. - 

Ce]. Dear Sovereign, hear me ſpeak. 

Dube. Ay, Celia, we but ſtaid her for your Gn, 
Elſe had the with her father rang'd along. 
Cel. I did not then entreat to have her ſtay z 
It wat your pleaſure, and your own remorſe z 
I was too young that time to value her; 
But now I know her ; if the be a traitor, 
Why; fo am I; we ſtill have ſlept together, 
Roſe at an inſtant, learn'd, play d, eat together, 
And whereſoe er we went, like Jane s fwans 


neee 


Duke, She is too ſubtle for thee; and her ſmoothneks, 
Her very filence and her patience, | 
Speak to the people, and they pity her : 
Thou art a fool; ſhe robs thee of thy name, 
And thou wilt fhow more bright, and ſeem more virtuous 
When ſhe is gone; then open not thy lips: : 
Firm and irrevocable i is my doom, = 
Which I have paſt upon her; ſhe is baniſh'd. 

Cel. Pronounce that ſentence then on me, inn 
I cannot live out of her company. 

Duke. You are a fool: ge, neice, provide your ſelf 3 
If you out-ſtay the time, upon mine honour, 
And in the greatneſs of my word, you die, ¶ Exe. Duke, &e, 

SCENE X. 
Cel. O my poor Roſalind, where wilt thou go? 


i, nk dd eds th i. bed wm. 0 — 
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$ Roſ. I have more cauſe. 

Thou haſt not, deareſt couſin 3 
ö Pr'ythee; de cheerful ; — mat the Duke 

; > Has baniſh'd me his daughter? | 
=p That he hath not. 

No? hath not? Roſalind lacks then the love 
4 
Shall we be ſundred? = ſweet girl ? 
No, let my father ſeek another heir 

Therefore deviſe with me how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us; 
And do not ſeek to take your charge upon you, 
To bear your griefs your ſelf, and leave __ 
For by this heav'n, now at our ſorrows 
Say what thou can't, I'll go along thee, | 
-* 4 Why, whither ſhall we go ? | 
To ſeek my uncle in the foreſt'of Arden, ' 
Roſ. Alas, what danger will it be to us, | 
Maids as we are, to travel forth ſo far | 
Beauty provoketh thieves ſooner than gold. 
2 I'll put my ſelf in poor and mean attire, 
And with a kind of umber ſmutch my face; 
The like do you; ſo ſhall we paſs along, 
And never ftir aſſailants, 
Roſ. Were't not better, | 1 
Becauſe that I am more than common tall, 
That I did fuit me all points like a man? 
A gallant curtelax upon my thigh, 
A boar-ſpear — and (in my heart 
1 — — hidden woman's fear there will) 
I'll have a ſwaſhing and a martial outſide, 
As many other manniſh cowards have, 
That do outface it with their ſemblances. | 
Cel, What ſhall I call thee when thou art a man? ' 
{ * Ro. I'll have no worſe a name than Joe nns, 
fe. And therefore look you call meGanimed ; 
But what will you be call'd ? 
Cel. Something that hath a reference to my ſtate: 
No longer Celia, but Aena. | 
67:28 8 But, couſin, what if we ai to cal 
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The clowniſh fool out of your father's 
Would he not be a comfort to our — > | 
Cel. He'll go along o'er the wide world with me. 
Leave me alone to woo him; let's away, | 
And get our jewels and our wealth tagather ; 
Deviſe the. fitteſt tine, an ſafeſt way 
To hide us from purſuit that, wall be made 
After my flight: nom go we in cuntant ur lian 
To liberty, and not ta baniſhment 4 {Excunt, 


ACT U. 8s EE N R 1 
A Foreſt, Enter Duke Senior, 0 
Lards like fonefters, 


Dute Sen, OW, my co-mates, and brothers in exile, 
Hach not old cuſtom made this lite more 


Than that of painted pomp? are not-theſe woas 
More free from peril than the enviqus court ? 
Here feel we but the penalty af Adam, 
The ſeaſon's difference; as, — icie phang, 
And churliſh chiding of the winter s wind, 
Which when it bites and blows m y body, 
Even till I ſhrink with cold, I mile, — 
This is no flattery: theſe are — 
That feelingly perſuade me what I am. 
Sweet are the uſes of 
Which like the toad, ugly — 
Wears yet a precious "Jewel in his head: 
And this our life, exempt from publick haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running 
Sermons in ſtones, and good in every thing. 
Ami. I would not change it; happy is your Grace 
That can tranſlate the ſtabbornack — 2 
Into ſo. quiet and ſo ſweet a 
Dukes Sen. Come, hall we. -g0 and Kill us veniſon 
And yet it irks me, the poor d fools, 
Being native burghers of this deſart city, 
Should, in their own-confines, with forked heals | 
Have their round haunches goat d. 3 
Lad. Indeed, my Lond, 4+ * 1 
$27 
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The melancholy grieves at that, AA 
And in that kind ſwears you do more uſurp f 
Than doth your brother that hath baniſh'd you: 
To-day my Lord of Amiens and my ſelf | 
Did ſteal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whoſe antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood z 
| Jo the which — a poor ſequeſtred ſtag, 
„That from the hunter's aim had ta en a hurt, 
Did came to languiſn; and indeed, my lord, 
The wretched Animal heav'd forth ſuch groans, 
That their, diſcharge did ſtretch his leathern coat 
* Almoſt to burſting, and the big round tears 
Cours d one another down his innocent nofe 
In piteous chaſe ; and thus the hairy fool, 
Moch marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on th* extremeſt verge of the ſwift brooke, 
Augmenting it with tears, 
Duke Sen, But what ſaid Jaques ? | Node 0 
Dic he not moralire this ſpectacle ? f 
1 Lord. O yes, into a thouſand ſimilies. 
Firſt, for his weeping in the needleſs ſtream; | 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak*R a teſtament 
As worldlings do, giving ſum of more 
To that Which had too m Then, being alone 
Left and abandon d of his velvet friends; | 
2 *Tis right, quoth he; thus miſery doth part 
be flux of company: anon a careleſs herd, 
Full of the paſture, jumps along by him, 
And never ſtays to greet him : ay, quoth Jaques, 
- > Sweep on, you fat and greazy citizens, 
Ti juſt the faſhion 3 wherefore do you 
rr 
Thus mo vely t 
The body of the country, city, court, 
Vea, and of this our life, ſwearing that we 
Are meer uſurpers, tyrants, and what's worſe, 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up 
In their afſign'd and native dwelling place. 
"3 Duke Sen. And did you leave him in this contemplation 3 
— 5 ; 2 [ ord. 
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2 Lord. We did — epapng wn} erenienting 
Upon the ſobbing deer. 


Duke Sen, Show me che place; 
I love to cope him in thaſe ſullen fn, 
For then he's full of matter. 
2 Lord. T'll bring you to him ſtraight. -  {Exeunt, 
SCENE H. :ThePalace agai a 
Enter Duke Frederick witb Lords, 
Duke. Can be poſſible that no man ſaw them? 
It cannot be; ſome -villains.of my court 
Are of conſent and ſufferance in this. 
1 Lord, I.cannot hear of any that did fee her, 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 
Saw her a- bed, and in the morning early 
They found the hed untreaſur'd of their miſtreſs. 

2 Lord. My lord, the royniſh clown, at whom ſo oft 
Your Grace was wont to lautzh, js alſo mifling 
Hiſperia, the Princeſs' gentlewoman, 

Confeſſes that ſhe ſecretly o erheard 

Your daughter and her cbuſin much commend 
The parts and graces of the wreſtler 

That did but lately foil the ſiney Charles; 
And ſhe believes, 8 _—_— are gone, 
That youth is ſurel 

Dube. 22 feel that gallant hither 3 
If he be abſent, bring his brother-to me, 

I'll make him find him; do this ſuddenly, 
And let not ſearch and inquiſition quail 


To bring again theſe fooliſh;runaways. T Exeunt, 


SCENES Al, Qliser's Houſe, 
Enten Orlando and Adam. 
Orla, Who's there? 


Adam. What ! my young.maſter / ah my gentle ma 


Oh my ſweet maſter, O you memory 

Of old Sir Rowland ! why, — Tl you here ? 
Why are you virtuous ? why do people love you? 

And wherefote are you gentle, ſtrong, aud valiant? 
Why would you be ſo fond to overcome 

The bonny priſer of the humorous Duke ? 
Your prajie is came tos ſwiftly howe defore you, > 
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Know you not, maſter, to ſome kind of men 
og Their graces ſerve them but as enemies? 
No more do yours; your virtues, gentle maſter, 
Are ſanctified and holy traitors to you. | 
Ch, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it! 
Orla, Why, what's the matter? 
> Alam On youth, | e 
Come not within theſe doors ; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces liver: 
2 Your brother ——— (no; no brother, yet the fon, 
Vet not the ſon, I will not call him fon 
Of him I was about to call his father,) 
> Hath heard your ptaiſes, and this night he means 
> To burn the lodging where you uſe to lye, 
And you within it; if he fail of that, 
He will have other means to cut you off; 
I overheard him and his praQtices : 
This is no place, this honſe is but a butchery; 
Abbor it, fear it, do not enter it, | 
Orla. Why, whither, Adam, wouldit chou haveme go? 
Adam, No matter whither, fo you come not here, 
Orla. What, wouldſt thou have me go and beg my food, 
Or with a baſe and boiſterdus ſword enforce 
A thieviſh living on the common road? 
This I muſt do, or know not what to do: 
Vet this I will not do, do how I can; 
I rather will ſubject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother. 
Am. But do not fo; I have five hundred crown, 
The thrifty hire I ſav'd under your father, 
Which I did ſtore to be my fofter-nurſe 
When ſervice ſhould in my old limbs de lame, 
And unregarded age in corners thrown'; 
Take that; and he that doth the raven feed, 
= Yea, providently caters for the ſparrow, 
Be comfort to my age! here is the gold, 
All this F give you, let me be your fervant ; 
XZ Tho" I leo old; yet Fam firong and luſty ; 
For ia my youth I never did apply 
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Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood. 

Nor did I with unbaſhful forehead woo | 

The means of weakneſs and debility ; 

Therefore my age is as a luſty winter, | 

Froſty, but kindly ; let me go with you, 0 

I'll do the ſervice of a younger man | 

In all your buſineſs and neceſſities. | 

Orla. Oh good old man, how well in thee appears 

The conſtant ſervice of the antique world z 

When ſervice ſweat for duty, not for meed ! 

Thou art not for the faſhion of theſe times, 

Where none will ſweat but for promotion, 20 454 

And having that, do choak their ſervice up 'F ' 

Even with the having; it is not ſo with thee 3 

But, poor old man, thou prun'> a rotten tree, 

That cannot ſo much as a bloſſom yield, 

In lieu of all thy pains and huſbandry : 

But come thy ways, we'll go along together, 

And ere we have thy. youthful wages ſpent, 

We'll light opon ſome ſettled low content. 

Adam. Maſter, go on, and I will follow thee 

To the laſt gaſp with truth and loyalty. 

From ſeventeen years till now almoſt fourſcore 

=_ Here lived I, but now live here no more, N 

= At ſeventeen years many their fortunes ſeek, 0 
But at fourſcore, it is too late a week 3 | 
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= Yet fortune cannot recompence me better 
nm Than to die well, and not my maſter's debtor, [ Exeunt. 
_'F SCENE IV. The Fort. N 
| | Enter Roſalind in 2 cloaths for Ganimed, Celia dreft lile 
| a Shepberdeſs for Aliena, and Clown. 
| Roſ. Jupiter, how weary are my ſpirits! 

C. I care not for my ſpirits, if my legs were not weary: 
Roſ. I could find in my heart to diſgrace my man's appa- 
rel, and cry like a woman; but I muſt comfort the weak- 
er veſſel, as doublet and hoſe ought to ſhow it ſelf courage 
| ous to petticoat; therefore courage, good Alena. a 

Cel. I pray you, bear with me, I can go no further. 
Clo, For my part, I had rather bear with you than bear 
F- ea! | Jo 
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| l re did bear you z for I 

7 ink have no mony n your purie. 

3 * Well, this is the foreſt of Aden. 5 
| g Ay, now I am in Arden, the more fool I; when I 
* was at home, I was in a better place ; but travellers muff 


be content. 
9 Roſ. Ay, be ſo, good Touchſtone 3 look you who cones 
7 hae; 2 young man and an old in folemn talk. 
A Enter Corin and Sylvius. 
= Cr. That is the way to make her fcorm you fill, 
1 O Cin, that thou knew'ſt how I do love her? 
4 I partly gueſs ; for I have loy'd ere now. 
Syl. No, Corr, being old thou can" not gueſs, 
Tho? in thy youth thou waſt as true a lover, 
As ever 888 8 upon a midnight pillow z 
But if thy love were ever like to mine, 
(As ſore I think did never man love fo) 
How many actions moſt riĩdieulous 
Haft thou been drawn to by thy fantaſie? 
Cor, Into a thouſand that I have forgotten. 
Syl, Oh, thou didſt then ne er love fo heartily ; 
If thou remember ſt not the flighteft folly 
| That ever love did make thee run into, 
Thou haſt not lov'd, 
Or if thou haft riot fate as 1 do now, 
Wearying thy hearer in thy miſtreſs* praiſe, 
Thou haſt not lov'd. 
Or if thou haſt not broke from company, 
, Abruptly as my paſſion now makes me, 
Thou haſt not lov'd. 
0 A Hoek Phebe ! 4 
, 1 Alas poor ſhepherd ! fearching of thy wound, 
I have by hard advegture found my * ” 
C. And I mine; I remember, when I was im love, F 
bdrolce my ſword upon a ſtone, and bid him take that for 
Coming a- nights to Jane Smile 5 and I remember the Kif- 
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ſimg of her batlet, and the cow's dugs that her pretty chopt 
a bands had mmilk'd ; and I remember the wooing of a peaſcod. 
; 3% inſtead of her, from whom I took two cods, and giving her 

they: again, ſaid with weeping _ wear thele for we” 
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We that are true lovers run into ſtrange capers z but all is 
mortal in nature, fo is all nature in love mortal in folly. 
Roſ. Thou ſpeak'ft wiſer than thou art ware of. 
+ Ch. Nay, I ſhall ne er be ware of mine own wit, till I 
bar my ſhins againſ it. 
Roſ. 2 ! Fon this ſhepherd's paſſion i is much. ypon 
my faſhion. 
Clo, And mine; but it grows ſomething ſtale with me. 
Cel. I pray you, one of you queſtion yond — 
If he for gold will give us any food; 
J faint almoſt to death. 
Ch. Holla; you, clown! 
Roſ. Peace, fool; he's not thy kinſman, 
Cor. Who calls? 
Clo. Your betters. | 
Cor. Elſe they're wretched. | * 
Roſ. Peace, fool, I ſay; good even to you, friend. o 
Cor. And to you, gentle Sir, and to you all. Hl 
Ref. I pr'ythee, ſhepherd, if that love or gold I 
Can in this deſart place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may ret our ſelves, and feed; 
Here's a young maid with travel much opprefs'd, 
And faints for ſuccour. 
Cor, Fair Sir, I pity her, | 
And wiſh, he er more than for mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her ; ; 
But I am ſhepherd to another man, 
And do not ſheer the fleeces that I graze z 
My maſter is of churliſh diſpoſition, 
And little recks to find the way to heav n 
By doing deeds of hoſpitality : 
Beſides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed 
Are now on ſale, and at our ſheep-cote now, 
By reaſon of his abſence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on; but what is come ſee, 
And in my voice moſt welcome ſhall you be. 
Roſ. What is he that ſhall buy his flock and paſture ? 
Gr. That young ſwain that you ſaw here but ere while, 
That little cares for buying any thing. 
* I pray thee, if it ſtand with honeſty, "A: 
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Muy thou the cottage, paſture, and the flock, 
And thou ſhalt have to pay for it of us. 

Cel. And we will mend thy wages. 

I like this place, and willingly could waſte 
My time in it. | 4 
* Cor. Aſſuredly the thing is to be ſold ; 

= Go with me; if you like, upon report, 
Tube oil, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithful feeder be, MS 
And buy it with your gold right ſuddenly. . [Excunt, 

.-$SCENE V. 
Eater Amiens, Jaques, and ot bert. 
S8 O N S. 
Under the green- u tree, 
Who loves to lye with me, 
e tune bis merry note, 

Duro the faveet birds thraat ; 

Come hither, come bither, come bither ; 
Here ſhall be ſee 
No enemy, . 

But winter and rough weather, 

Jag. More, more, I pr'ythee, more, 

Ami. It will make you melancholy, Monſieur Jaguer. 

Jag. I thank it ; more, I pr*ythee, more; I can ſuck 
melancholy out*of a ſong, as a weazel ſucks eggs: more, 
I pr'ythee, more, 

Ami, My voice is rugged, I know I cannot pleaſe you. 
Jag. I do not defire you to pleaſe me, I do defire you to 
fing 3. come, come, another ſtanzo: call you em ſtanzo's ? 

Am. What you will, Monſieur Jaques, 
Jug. Nay, I care not for their names, they owe me 
gothing, Will you fing ? a 

Ani. Mote at your requeſt, than to pleaſe my ſelf. 

Jag. Well then, if ever I thank any man, I'll thanks, 
you ; but that they call compliment is like th encounter of 
two dog-apes. And when a man thanks me heartily, me- 
thinles I have given him a penny, and he renders me the 
beggarly thanks, Come, ſing; and you that will not, 
tivld*your'totigues——  \ . * | 
Ani, Well, Vl end the ſang. Sirs, cover the while 3 the- 


* C 2 


28 As You Like is. 


Duke will dive under this tree; he hath been all this day 
Y ce 

. And I have been all this day to avoid him, He i 
iſputable for-my company: I think of 8s many mat- 
— — but I give heav'n thanks, and make no boaſt of 
them. Come, warble, come. 

S ON . 
Who doth ambition 
And loves to lye it ' ſunt, 
Seeking the food be eats, 
And pleas'd with aubat be gert; 
— come hicber, come hither g 

ere hel be fo 

No energy , 
h But winter and rough weather, 


Jag. T'll give you a yerſe to this note, that I made yel- 
terday in deſpight of my invention. 

Ami, And T'll fing it. 

Jag. Thus it goes. 


22 


t any man turn aſe z 
Leaaung his wealth and eaſe, 
A ſtubborn <will to 2 

Duc ad we, duc 4 duc ad u 

Here ſhall be ſee 

8 — 4 

An if be wwill-come ta me. 

.. What's that duc ad me ? 

Jag. Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools joto u Gini 
F' go if Icans if I canpot, Tu rail againſt all the 
firſt-born of Egypt. 

Am. And III a» feck the Duke: north, 
's, | Excunt, 


SCENE VI. Za Orlando and Adam. 
Alam. Dear mo ſter, I ean go no further ; O, I die for- 
ood ! here lye I down, and meaſure nb 
Farewel, kind maſter. 

Orla, Why, how now, Alam ! no greater heat in thee? 
| live @ litde, comfort 8 little, W 
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ttis uncouth foreſt yield any thing ſavage, I will either be 
Hek food for it, or bring it for food to thee :- thy conceit is 
mat - {nearer death, than thy powers, For my ſake be comforta- 
alt of dle, hold death à While at «the arm's end: I will be here 
vith thee preſently, and if I bring thee not ſomething to 
Feat, I'll give thee leave to die. But if thou dieſt before I 
come, thou art a mocker of my labour. Well faid, thou 
look'Rt cheerly. And Dll be with thee quickly; yet thou 
luvyeſt in the bleak air. Come, I will bear thee to ſome 
ſelter, and thou ſhalt not die for lack of a dinner, if 
there live any thing in this deſart. Cheerly, good Adam. 
K . [ Execunt, 


4. 4S C ENI Vn. 
Enter Duke Sen, and Lords, [A table ſet out, 
Dude Sen, I think he is transform' d into a beaſt, | 
: yol- For I can no where find him like a man. 
I Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone hence, 
Here was he merry, hearing of a ſong. 4 
Duke Sen. If he, compact of jars, grow muſical, - 

We ſhall have ſhortly diſcord in the ſpheres: - + 

Go ſeek him, tell him I would ſpeak with him. 

Enter Jaques. ö 
1 Lord. He ſaves my labour by his own approach. 
Duke Sen. Why how now, Monfieur, what a life is this, 

That your pobr friends muſt woo your company? 

What ? you look merrily. | { 
| Faq. A fool, a fool; I met a fool i'th' foreſt, 

A motley fool, a miſerable varlet, 

As I do live by food, I met a fool, oi 
Who laid him down and baſk'd him in the fun, - © 
And rail'd on lady fortune in good terms, A 
In good ſet terms, and yet motley fool. 

Good morrow, foo , quoth I: No, Sir, quoth he, 

Call me not fool, till heaven hath ſent me fortune 

And then he drew a dial from his poak, 

And looking on it with lack - luſtre eye, 

Says, very wiſely, it is ten a clock: 

Thus may we fee, quoth he, how the world wags : 

*Tis but an hour ago ſince it was nine, 

And aſter one hour more twill be eleven; 1 
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And ſo from baur to bour we ripe and wipe, u rb 
And then from hour to hour we tot and rot, * 
And thereby bangs a tale. When I did hear ' 
The motley fool thus moral an the time, 
My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 
That fools ſhould be ſo deep contemplative 8 
An I did laugh fans intetrniſſion, 
An hour by his dial. ©-noble fool, 
A worthy fool ! motley's the only wear. 

. ed Gaal! ane thor both bes countierg 

O worthy one that a courti 

Fs if ladies be but young and fair, 
They have the gift to know it: and in his brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder biſket 
After a voyage, he hath ſtrange places cram'd 
With obſervation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms. O that I were a fool l 
I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

Duke Sen. Thou ſhalt have one. 

Jag. It is my only ſuit; 
Provided that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion that grows:rank in them, 
That I am wiſe. I muſt have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 
To blow on hom I pleaſe, for ſo fools have z 
And they that are moſt gauled with my folly, - 
They moſt muſt laugh : and why, Sir, muſt they (o? 
The why is plain, as way to pariſh church; 
He, whom a fool doth very wiſely hit, 
Doth very faoliſhly, although he ſmart, 
Not to ſeem ſenſeleh of the bob. If not, 
The wiſe man's folly. is anatomiz'd 
Even by the ſquand'ring glances of a fool. 
Inveſt me in my motley, give me leave 
To ſpeak my mind, and 1 will through and through 
Cleanſe the foul body of th' infected world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 

Duke Sen, Fie on thee, I can tell what thou would do. 

ag. What, for a counter, would Ido but good ? 
e Sen, Moſt miſchievous foul fin, in chiding * 
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bo | fhidu thy ſelf haſt been a libertine, 
1 As ſenſual as the brutiſh ſting it ſelf 3 
And all th' emboſſed fores and headed evils, - 
That thou with licenſe of free foot haſt caught, 
Woyla'ſt thou diſgorge into the general world. 
Jag. Why, who cries out an pride, | 
That can therein tax any private party? 
Doth it notflow as hugoly as the ſea, - 
Till that the very very means do-ebb? 
What woman in the city do I name, 
When that I ſay the city- woman bears 
The coſt of princes; on unworthy ſhoulders ? 
„ — Fmiies hr, 
When ſuch a one as ſhe, ſuch is her neighbour $ 
Or what is he of baſeſt function, 
That ſays his bravery is not on my caſt 
Thinking that I mean him, but therein ſutes 
His folly to the mettle of my ſpeech ? 
There chen: how then? let me then ſee wherein 
My tongue hath wrong d him; if it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong'd himſelf ; if he be free, 
Why then my taxing like a wild goofe flics 
Unclaim'd of any man. But who comes here? 
SCENE VII. 
Enter Orlando, with bis feverd drown, 
Orla. Forbear, and eat no more. 
Jag. Why, I have eat none yet. 
Orla. Nor ſhalt not, till neceflity be ferv'd. 
Jag: Of what kind ſhould this cock come? 
uke Sen, Art thou thus bolden'd, —.— by cy ch 
Or elſe a rude deſpiſer of good 
That in civility thou Seu — empty ? 
Orla. You touch'd my vein at firſt; the thorny point 
Of bare diftreſs hath ta en from me the thew 
Of ſmooth civility ; yet am I in- land bred, 
And know ſome nurture : but forbezr, I fay ; 
He dies that touches any of this fruit, 
* I and my affairs are anſwered. 
8 1 If you will not 
Be an wered with reaſon, I —— * 


" — — 
_ 
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Ms You Eike it. 
Duke Sen, What would you have? Your gentleneſs ſhall _ 
More than your force move us to gentleneſs. - 
Orla. I almoſt die for food, and let me have it. 
Duke Sen; Sit down and feed, and welcome to our table, 
Orla. Speak you ſo gently? pardon me, I pray you 
I thought that all things had been ſavage here, 
And therefore put Ion the countenance 
Of tern commandment. : But whate'er you are 
That in this deſart inacceſſible, 
Under the ſhade of melancholy boughs, 
Loſe and neglect the creeping hours of time; 
If ever you have look*d'on better days; | 
If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church; 
If ever ſate at any good man's feaſt | 
If ever from your eyelids wip'd a tear, * 
And known what tis to pity, and be pitied; . 
Let gentleneſa my ſtrong enforcement be, 
In the which hope I bluſh and hide my lord. f 
Duke Sen, Trae is it that we have ſeen better Pa 4 
And have with holy bell been knoll'd to church, 1 
And fate at good men's feaſts, and wip'd our eyes 
Of drops that ſacred pity hath engender d: 
And therefore fit you down'in gentleneſs, i 
And take upon command what help we have, 
That to your wanting may be miniftred. 
Orla, Then but forbear your food a little while, - 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn, . 
And give it.food. There is an old poor man, 
Who atter me hath many a weary ſtep * 
Limp'd in pure love; till he be firſt ſuffic' d, 
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Oppreſs'd with two weak evils, age and hunger, 0 BM A 
I will not touch a bit. 6. # 
Dake Sen, Go find him out, | | | 
And we will nothing waſte till your return. } 
Orla, I thank ye; * for your good comfort 
: | Exit. 
SCEN E IX. 


Duke Sen. Thou ſeeſt we are not all alone anhappy: : 
This wide and univerſal theatre 
. more woful pageants * the ſcene 


ein we play. — 
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5. All the world is # ſtage, 

And kf the men and women meerly players; 
They have their exits and their entrances, 

And one man in his time many parts: 

His acts being ſeven ages. At firſt the infant, 
+ Mewling and puking in the nurſe's arms : 
And then the whining ſchogl-boy with his ſatchel, 
And ſhining morning-face, - creeping like ſnail 

© Unwillingly to ſchool, And then the lover, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad | 
Made to his miſtreſs* eye-brow, Then a ſoldier, 
> Full of ſtrange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 

$ Jealous in honour, ſudden and quick in quarrel, 
; Seeking the bubble reputation | | 
3 Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the Juſtice 
In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd, 
With eyes ſevere, and beard of formal cut, 
ull of wiſe ſaws and modern inftances, 
And ſo he plays his part. The faxth age ſhifts 
Into the lean and ſlipper d pantaloon, 
With ſpectacles on noſe, and pouch on fide ; 

His youthful hoſe, well ſav d, a world too wide 
For his ſhrunk thanks ; and his. big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childiſh treble, pipes 

And whiſtles in his ſound, ' Laſt ſcene of all, 

That ends this ſtrange eventful hiſtory, | 

® Is ſecond childiſhneſs, and meer oblivion, 

Sans teeth, ſans eyes, fans taſte, ſans everything. 
4 "= 5 N E X. 27 Orlando avith Adand, 
1 uke —_— et dun venerable buchen, 
Orla. 1 hank you moſt for him, 
Alam. So. had you need, 
I ſcarce can ſpeak to thankyou for my ſelf. 

3 Duke Sen, Welcome, fall we I will not trouble you, 
As yet to queſtion you about your fortunes. 
Dire us ſome mufick, and, good coufin, ſing. 
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As man's ingratitude ; ; Sorry #if W205 I 
Thy tooth is not fo teen, 13 
Thou cau ſeſt not that teen, | we wat 

Altho* thy breath be rude, Lat 


Heigh ho, feng beigh bo, unto the green holly ; ö | 
MP friendfoy i is Piping; 3 moſt loving meer folly x * 
This | 1 5 ms moſt Jolly. . 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſly, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh 
A benefits forgot : 
Tho' thou the waters. wwarp, 
Thy , Hing 18 not ſo ſharp 
friend rememb ring not. 
Heigb bo, ing, &c. 


Duke Sen, If that you were the 2 Sir Revoland's fa 
As you have whiſper'd faithfully you were, . vs 

And as mine eye doth his effigies witneſs, 

Moſt truly limn'd, and living in your face, | 

Be truly welcome hither, + I'm the. Duke 

That lov'd your father. The refidue of your n 

Go to my cave and tell me. Good old man, | 
Thou art right welcome, as thy maſter is ; 

Support bim by the arm; give me your hand, II ! 

And let me all your fortunes underſtand, :  [Exeunt, © 


-ACT- . SCENE & =: <1. 
The Palace. Enter Duke, Lords, and Oliver. 4 
Dake. OT ſee him ice? Sir, Sir, that cannot de: 
But were I not the better part PRs 2 
I ſhould not ſeek an abſent argument 
Of my revenge, thou preſent : but loolc to i it, N 8 
Find out thy brother whereſoe'er he is, ++: 1 
Sock dint with en e dring: Bid dead'or Refng 4 | 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou ann TE 2 
To ſeek a living in our territory. 121 1 
Thy lands and all things that thou doſt call thine, " ih 
Worth ſeizure, do we ſeize.into our hands, 
„Till thou cant quit thee by thy brother's mouth al 
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Of what we think againſt thee, | 

'Oli, O that your Highneſs knew my heart in this ; 
| 1 never lov'd my brother in my life. 

> »+ Duke, More villain thou. Well, puſh him out of doors 

And let my officers of ſuch a nature 

8 3 extent upon his wy lands ; 

Do 1 expedie ntly, and turn 1 ing. 
| SCENE II. The Fee. 
Enter Orlando. ; 

Orla. Hang there, my verſe, in witneſs of my love; 

2 And thou, thrice crowned Queen of night, ſurvey 

Wich thy chaſte eye, from thy pale ſphere above, 

'F Thy huntreſs name that my full fe doth ſway. 

O Reſalind, theſe trees ſhall be my books, 

And in their barks my thoughts I'll character, 

That every eye, which in this foreſt looks, 

| Shall ſee thy virtue witneſs'd every Where. 

Run, run, Orlando, carve on every tree 
The fair, the chaſte, and unexpreſſive ſhe, [ Exit. 
SCENE III. Enter Corin and Clown, 

F Cor, And how like you this ſhepherd's life, Mr. Touche 

one ? 

e. Truly, ſhepherd, in reſpect of it ſelf, it is a good 

* 33 Iife; but in reſpect that it is a ſhepherd's life, it is naught, 

In reſpect that it is ſolitary, I like it very well; but in 

reſpect that it is private, it is a very vile life. "Now in 

77 neſpect it is in the fields, it pleaſeth me well ; but in re- 

ſßpect it is not in the court, it is tedious. As it is a ſpare 

> life, look you, it fits my humour well ; but as there is no 

: wore plenty in it, it goes much againſt my ſtomach, Haſt 

4 any philoſophy in thee, ſhepherd ? 

Oer. No more, but that I know the more one fickens, 
5 the worſe at eaſe he i is: and that he that wants mony, 
4 means, and content, is without three good friends. That 

the property of rain is to wet, and fire to burn: that good 

paſture makes fat ſheep; and that a great cauſe of the night, 
"2 35 lack of the ſun: that he that hath learned no wit by na- 

ture not art, may complain of bad breeding, and comes of a 

very dull kindred: 


Clo. Such a dna is a natural philoſopher, Waſt ever ia 
court, ſhepherd ? Gr, 


= 


[Exeunt, 
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Cor, No truly. 

Clo. Then thow art dam l. . 

— Nay, I hope 

Clo. Troly thou art damn'd, like an M. wege xy; ul 
on one fide. 

Cor, For not being at court? your reaſon, 

Clo. Why, if thou never waſt at court, thou never faw*f# 
good manners; if thou never ſaw ſt good manners, then 
thy manners muſt be wicked ; and wickedneſs is fin, and 
ſin is dammnation 4 thou art in & pajfous' ſtate, ſhepherd. ' 

Cor. Not a whit, Touchſtone : thoſe that aro good man- 
ners at the court, are as ridiculous im the country, as the 
behaviour of the country is moſt mockable at the court, 
You told me, you ſalute not at the court, bet you kiſs your 
hands; what courteſie would be uncleanly, if evertivel were 
ſhep herds, 

Ch. Inſtance, briefly 5 come, inſtance, 

Car. Why, we are Qill handling our ewes 3 and theis 
fels, you know, are greaſie. 

Clo, Why, do not your courticr#hands ſweat ? and is not 
the greaſe of mutton as wholſome at the ſweat of a man? 
ſhallow, ſhallow ; a better inſtance, I ſay z come. 

- Cir. Beſides, out hends are hard. 

| Clo, Your lips will feel them the ſooner, Shallow gin: 
a founder inſtance, come. 

Cr. And they are oſten tarr'd over with the ſurgery of 
our ſnheep; and would you have us kiſs tar? the courtier v 
Hands are perfumed with civet. 

Clo. Moſt ſhallow man: thou worms- ment, in reſpect of 
2 good piece of fleſh indeed; learn of the wiſe and perpend ; 
civet is of a baſer birth than tar; the very unctcanly flux 
of a cat. Mend the inſtance, herd. 

Cor. You have too courtly x wit for me; I'll reft. 

Ch, Wilt thou reſt damn'd? Gud help thee, ſhallow 
man ; God make inc ĩũon in thee, thou art w. 

Cor. Sir, I ary a true labourer ; I earn that I eat, get 
that I wear ; owe no man hate, envy no man's happineſs 3 
Elad of other men's good, ry with my harm; and the 
greateſt of my pride is, to ſes my ewes „ and my 
nude lack, 4 a 28 
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Cb. That is andther fimple fin in you, to bring the ewes 
And the rams together, and to offer to get your living by the 
9 * $ copulation of cattle ; to be a bawd to a bell-weather, and 


to betray a ſhe-lamb of a twelvemonth old to a crooked- 
pated old cuckoldly ram, out of all reaſonable match. If 
thou be*R not damn'd for this, the devil himſelf will have 
fat no ſhepherds 3 1 cannot ſee elſe how thou ſhould*ft "ſcape, 


„ then * Cor, Here comes young Mr, Ganimed, my new miftreſs's 
n, and brother. . 

| > SCENE IV. Ester Roſalind with a paper, 
man- 7 Roſ. From the eaft to the weſtern Inde, 


as e No jewel is ke Roſalind. 


court. Her worth being mounted on the wind, 
iſs out Through all the 200rld bears Roſalind, 
rs were All the pictures fore lin'd, 
Are but black to Roſalind ; 
SY Let no face be hept in mind, 
i their But the face of Roſalind. . 
. I'll rhime you fo eight years together ; dinners, and 
q is not Þ ſuppers, and ſleeping hours excepted : it is the right butter 
man? women's rate to market. N 
Ke. Out, fool! 
0 1 Clo, For a taſte. . 
agains © If a bart doth lack 4 bind, 
x bim ſeek out Roſalind. 
gery of 1f the eat will after kind, 
urtier ? o be ſure coil Roſalind. 
3 Winter garments muſt be In d, 
pet of © So muſt lender Roſalind. 
penn They that reap muſt and bi 
ay fun Then to cart with Roſalind, 
* Sweeteſt nut bath ſotureſ rind, 
? | A Such a nut is Roſali 5 
ſhallow © He that feverteſt roſe will find, | 
G ; Myt 71 — 8 — Roſalind. 
af, get This is the very falſe gallop of verſes 3 why do you infeſt 
pineſs ; Pour ſelf with them? | 
med the Ne. Peace, you dull fool, I found them on a tree. 
nd my © Ch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 
Rof. I'Il graff it with you, and then I ſhall gaff it with 
G Vo, HI. D | A 
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a medler ; then it will be the earlieſt fruit i' th' eountry z 
for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe, and that's the 


oy 


right virtue of the medler, 
Ch, You have ſaid ; but whether wiſely or no, let tts 
foreſt judge. 


SCENE V. Enter Celia with a writing. 
Ref. Peace, here comes my ſiſter reading, ſtand aſide, 
Cel, Why ſpould this @ deſart be? 
| For it is u ed, Noz 
Tongues I'll bang on every tree, 
"Tha ſpall oil 2 ſow, 
Some, how brief the hfe of man 
+ Runs bis erring pilgrimage, 
That the firetching of a 5 
Buckles in bis ſum of age ; 
Some of wiolated vos, 
"Tawixt the. ſouls of friend and friend; 
: But upon the faireſt boughs, 
| Or at every ſentence end, | ' 
Will 1 Roſalinda qurize ; 6 
10 . all that read to know "A 
is quinteſſence of ev te 
122 oak, in 9 ſb . 0 
Therefore beauen nature charge d, 
That one body ſhould be fil d 
With all graces wide enlarg d; 
Nature preſently 4 
Helen's cheeks, but not ber heart, 
Cleopatra's majeſty ; 
Atalanta's better part, 

$1138! Sad Lucretia's modeſty. 

In Thus Roſalind of many parts 

$1188} | By heaw\'nly ſynod wvas devis'd, 

ine Of many faces, eyes and hearts, 

li | | Fu To the touches deareſt prix d. 3 
111881 eav'n c that theſe gifts ſhould 8 
I") And I to he and 1¹ 2. : 

1981 x O moſt gentle Jupiter ] what tedious homily of 

Jove have you wearied your pariſhioners withal, and never 


110 ery d, have patience, good people? * 
\I * c. 
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ountry ; „Cel. How now, back-friends ! erben, go off a little ; 
at's the % with him, firrah. 
Clo. Come, ſhepherd, let us make an bonourable retreat, 
let the P not with bag and baggage, yet with ſcrip and ſerippage. 
4 © | Exe, Cor Cor. and Clown, 
SCENE VI. 
Cal. Diaſt thou hear theſe verſes ? 
Ke. O yes, I heard them all, and more too; for ſome 
of them had in them more feet than the verſes would bear. 
Cel. That's no matter; the feet might bear the verſes. 
1 Roſ. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not bear 
themlelves without the wa, and therefore ſtood lamely in 
the verle. 
u. But didſt thou . without wondring, how thy 
name ſhould be hang'd and carv'd upon. theſe trees? 
EReſ. 1 was ſeven of the nine days out of wonder, before 
you came: for look here what I found on a palm- tree: I 
was never ſo be-rhimed ſince Pyebagoras's time, that I was 
an 2 rat, which I can hardly remember. . 
Gy - Trow you who hath done this ? . \ 


{ uſd, 


2 
* 


13 


27 Is it a man ? | 
3 And a chain, td 56 cid wr; ang 
9 3 you colour > : 
I „ Ipr'ythee, who 7 © 
+ ol 0 Lord, Lord, Nee (RAINS 
meet; but mountains may be removed with Cz 
and 2 encounter. 
Y 8 Nay, but who is it 3 
1 Is it poſſible? 
Rio. Nay, 1 pr 'ythee now, with moſt beta cke 
mence, tell me who it is. 
Cu. O wonderful, wonderful, and moſt wonderful won- 
Lerful, and yet again wonderful; and after that out of all 
hooping— | 

? ? Roſ. Odd's, my complexion-! doſt thou think, though 
bave, 21 am capariſon'd like a man, I have a doublet and a hoſe 
: in my a poſition ? one inch of delay more is a ſouth · ſea off 
4 Pater. I pr'ythee, tell me, who is it? quickly, and 
4 ſpeak wight'k you I would thou could" ftammer, that thou 
| pour this concealed man wut. of thy mouth, as 

D 2 wine 
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wine comes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle z either tes 
much at once, or none at all, I pr'ythee, take the cork 
out of thy mouth, that I may drink thy tidings. 

. Cel. So you may put a man in your belly. 

Reſ. Is be of God's making? what manner of man? is 
bis head worth a hat ? or his chin worth a beard ? 

2 Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Why, God will ſend more, if the man will be 
— let me tay the growth of his beard, if thou de- 
—— — 5 of his chin. 

Gel, It is young Orlando, that tripp'd up the wreftler's 
heels and your heart both in an inſtant. 

Ro. Nay, but the devil take mocking z ſpeak, fad brow, 
and true maid, 

Cel. I'faith, coz, "tis ho. 

& Orlando ! 

Orlando, 

„Alas the day, what ſhall I do with my doublet and 

ry grep be when thou ſaw'ft him ? what ſaid be ? 
how look*d he? wherein went he ? what makes him heze ? 
did he aſk for me? where remains he? how parted he 
with thee ? and when ſhalt thou ſee him again ? anſwer 
me in one word, 

. You muſt borrow me Garagentua's mouth firſt 3 
"tis a word too great for ahy mouth of this age's ſize: to 
Gay ay and no to theſe particulars is more than to anſwer in 
a catechiſm. 

Rof. But doth he know thet T am in this foreſt, and in 
man's apparel ? looks he as freſhly as he did the day he 
wreſtled ? 

Cel. It is as eaſie to count atoms as to reſolve the 
fitions of a lover: but take a tafte of my finding him, and 
reliſh it with good obſervance, I found him under an oak - 
tree like a dropp*d acorn. 

Rof. It may well be call'd Jove's tree, when at drops 
forth ſuch fruit. 

. 66 IPs good Madam, 


.. There lay be ſtreteh' d along like a wopnded Koight, 
Keſ. Tho' „„ ſuch a fight, it well becomes 
the ground. Cel, 
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nl. Cry holla to thy tongue, I pr'ythee; it curvets un- 
ſeaſonably. He was furniſh'd like a hunter. : 
| O ominous, he comes to kill my heart. 
4 13 „ ag ſong without a burthen; thou 
bring ſt me out of tune, = \ 

| Roſ. Do you not know I am a woman? what I think I 
muſt ſpeak : ſweet, ſay on. 
& SCENE VII. Enter Orlando and Jaques, 
Ciel. You bring me out. Soft, comes he not here? 
© + Ref. *Tis he; link by, and note him. * 
Nag. I thank you for your company ; but good faith, I 
had as lief have been my ſelf alone. 
2 - Orla, And ſo had I; but yet for faſhion ſake, I thank 
you too for your ſociety. RY 

Jag. God b'w' you, let's meet as little as we can. 
I do deſire we may be better ſtrangers. 
Jg. I pray you, marr no more trees with writing love 
*Z ſongs in their barks, a 
Orla. I pray you, marr no more of my verſes with read- 
ing them ill - favouredly. ; 
? Jag. Roſalind is your love's name, 

Ves, juſt, 

Jag. I do not like her name. 
* Orla, There was no thought of pleaſing you when ſhe 
= was chtiſten'd. 
| Jag. What ſtature is ſhe of? 

Orla. — as high as my heart. 
Ja. You are full of pretty anſwers; have you not been 
> acquainted with goldſmiths wives, and conn'd them out of 
ting? 
Orla. Not ſo: but I anſwer you right in the ſtile of the 
painted cloth, from whence you have ſtudied your queſtions, 
Ja. You have a nimble wit; I think it was made of 
Alalanta's heels, Will you fit down with me, and we two 
will rail againſt our miſtreſs, the world, and all our miſery. 

Orla, I will chide no breather in the world but my ſelf, 
againſt whom I know no faults, F 

Jay. The worſt fault ygu have, is to be in love, 

Orla. Tis a fault I will nat change for your beſt virtue; 
1 am weary of you, | 

D 3 fag. 
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. By roy trot, 1 was ſeoking for . foe, when 1 


Orla. He is drown'din the brook ; look but in, and you 
ſhall ſee him. 
ut There I ſhall ſee mine own figure. wr "8 
la. Which I take to be either a tool, or a cypber. 
027 I'll tay no longer with you ; farewel, good ſigniot 


4 [Exi!, 
SCENE VIII. 


Orla. T am glad of your departure : adieu, good Monſieur 


melancholy. 
Ro + Kill ſpeak to him like a fawcy lacquey, and un · 
habit play the knave with him: do you hear, fo« 
reſter? 


Orla. Very well; what would you? 

Rof. I pray you, what is't a clock ? 

Orla, You ſhould aſk me what time o“ day there's na 
clock in the foreſt, 

Ref. Then there is no true lover in the foreſt ; elſe 
fighing every minute, and groaning every hour, woult de- 
te& the lazy foot of time, as well as a clock. 

Orla. And why not the ſwift foot of time ? had not that 
been as proper ? 

Roſ. By no means, Sir: time travels in divers paces 
with divers perſons; I'll tell you who time ambles withal, 
who time trots withal, who time gallops withal, and who 
he flands ill withal. _ 

Orla. I pr'ythee, whom doth he trot withal ? 

Ro/. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, between 
the contract of her marriage, and the day it is ſolemniz d: 
if the interim be but a ſennight, time's pace is ſo hard that 
it ſeems the length of ſeven years. 

Orla. Who ambles time withal? 

Ref. With a prieft that lacks latin, and a rich man that 
bath not the gout ; for the one ſleeps eaſily beeauſe he can- 
not ſtudy, and the other lives merrily becauſe he feels no 
pain the one lacking the burthen of lean and waſteful 
learning; the other knowing no burthen of heavy tedious 

ury, . Theſe time ambles withal. 

 Grla, Whom doth he gallop withal ?. ras 4 


8 


a...) 


— 


0 _ 4 . R * 
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Re,. With a thief to the gallows: for though be g0 as 
— foot can fall, he thinks himſelf too oon there, 
Orla. Whom ſtays it withal ? 
Raf. With lawyers r. vacation; for they ſleep be+ 
een term and term, IP Wenn ELIE 
oves. 
=. Orla, Where dwell yon, pretty youth ? 
Roſ. With this ſhepherdeſe my Ger 3 here in the tv 
the foreſt, like fringe upon a petticuat. 
Orla. Are you native of this place? 

; $5 As the cony that you ſee dwell where ſhe is s kindled; 

Your accent i ſomething finer than you could pure 

wear, foe Shaſe in © removed a «dwelling. 

Roſ. I have been told fo of many 3 but indeed ap old re- 
bie uncle of mine taught me to ſpeak, who was in his 
Zyouth an inland man, one that knew courtſhip too well 3 
* there he fell in — I have heard him mad many 


— with ſo many giddy offences as he hath generally 

tax d their whole ſex withal. 

Orla. Can you remember any of the principal evils that 

The laid to the charge of women? 

"XZ Ko. There were noge principal, they were all like one 

mother, as half pence ate ; every one fault . mon- 

Frous, till his fellow fault -came to match it. 

Orla. I pr'ythee, recount ſome of them, 

* Rof, No; I will not caſt away my phyſick, but on 

| moſe that are fick, There is a man haunts the foreſt, 

between hat abuſes our young plants with carving Roſalind on theig 

mniz d: dark 3 hangs odes upon hawthorns, and elegies on brambles; 

hard that I, forſooth, deifying | the name of Roſalind. If 1 could 

eet that foncy- -monger, I would give him ſome good coun 
I, for he ſeems to have the quotidianof love upon him, 


nan that Orla, J am he that is ſo love-ſhak'd ; 3 I pray you, tell 
he can- me your remedy. | 

feelsno # Ref. There is none of my uncle's marks upon vou; he 
waſteful ught me how to know a man in love; in which cage of 


Fuſhes I am ſure you are not priſoner, 
Orla. What were his marks ? 


RY e kan chock, which you have fat a blue eye 
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and ſunken, which you have not; an unqueſtionable ſpirit, 
which you have not; a beard neglected, which you have 
not, but I pardon you for that, for ſimply your Having in 
beard is a younger brother's revenue; then your hoſe ſhould 
be ungarter d, your bonnet unbanded, your ſleeve unbut- 
ton'd, your ſhoe untied, and every thing about you de- 
monſtrating a careleſs deſolation; but you are no ſuch man, 
you are rather poin-device in your accoutrements, as loving 
your ſelf, than ſeeming the lover of any other. | 

Orla. Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe I 


love. | 

Roſ. Me believe it? you may as ſoon make her that you 
love believe it; which, I warrant, ſhe is apter to do than 
to confeſs ſhe does; that is one of the points in the which 
women ſtill give the lie to their conſciences, But in gocd 
ſooth, are you he that hangs the verſes on the trees, 
wherein Roſalind is ſo admired ? + 

Orla. 1 r to thee, youth, by the white hand of Ro- 
ſalind, T am he, that unfortunate he. | 

No. But are you ſo much in love as your rhimes ſpeak ? 
| . Neither rhime nor reaſon can expreſs how much. 

Roſ. Love is meerly a madneſs, and, I tell you, de- 
ſerves as well a dark houſe and a whip as mad men do: and 
the reaſon why they are not ſo puniſh'd and cured, is, that 
the lunacy is ſo ordinary, that the whippers are in love too: 
yet I E curing it by counſel. 

Orla, Did you ever cure any ſo? 

Rof. Ves, one; and in this manner. He was to imagine 
me his love, his miſtreſs: and I ſet him every day to woo 
me. At which time would I, being but a — youth, 
grieve, be effeminate, changeable, longing, and liking, 
proud, fantaſtical, apiſh, ſhallow, inconſtant, full of tears, 
full of ſmiles ; for every paſſion ſomething, and for no paſ- 
ſion truly any thing, as boys and women are for the meſt 
part cattle of this colour; would now like him, now loath 
him; then entertain him, then forſwear him; now weep 
for him, then ſpit at him; that Idrave my ſuitor from his 
mad humour of love to a living humour of madneſs, which 
was to forſwear the full ſtream of the world, and to live in 
a nook-mecrly monaſtick ; and thus I cur'd him, and this 
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* will I take upon me to waſh your liver as clear as a 
ſrt, © —.—— that there ſhall not be one ſpot of love 
n it. 
951% > Orla, 1woukdnotbe eur d, youth, 
bot: | Roſ. 1 would cure you if you would but call me Roſalind, 
u de- r and woo me. 
man, © Orla. Now, by the faith of my love, I will; tell ms 
loving where it is. 

| Ke. Go with me to it, and I will ew it you 4 and by 

og” b will 


? 

1 2 Ol, With all my beart, good youth, 
* Ko. Nay, nay, you muſt call me Rofalnd; come, 
= fiſter, will you go? Exeuet, 
1 SCENE IX. Enter Clown, Andrey and Jaques. 
Cie. Come apace, good Audrey, I will fetch up your 
= goats, Audrey; r yet ? doch 
my ſimple feature content you ? 

we Your features, lord warrant us! what features ? 

CO, Lam bers with thee and thy goats, as we eee 

pricious poet honeſt Ovid was among the Cate. 
X , Jag. O knowledge ill inhabited, worle than Jus in ® 
© thatch'd houſe. 
Cle. When a man's verſes' cannot be underſtood, nor & 
man's good wit ſeconded with the forward child, underſtand- 

Ling; it firikes a man more dead than a great 'recking 4n.9 
1 truly I would the Gods had made thee 
poetica 
Aud. I do not know what poetical is; is it honeſt in deed 
and word ? is it a true thing? 
ling, Clo, No truly; for the trueſt poetry is the moſt feigning, 
f tears, © and lovers are given to poetry, and what they ſwear in 
0 paſ- , may be ſaid as lovers, they do feign. 
0 L nnn 
nee eee eee 
? mw CE emtayen, I gvight have ſome 2 
0 eign. 


Aud. Would you not have me honeſt ? 
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c. No truly, unleſs thou wert hard favour'd ; for bo- 


neſty coupled to beauty, is to have honey a ſawce to ſugar. 

Jag. A material fool ! 

Aud. Well, I am not fair, and therefore I pray the Gods 
make me honeſt. 

Cl, Truly, and to caſt away boneſty upon a foul ſlut 
were to put good meat into an unclean diſh. 

Aud. I am not a ſlut, though I thank the Gods I am foul, 

Clo, Well, praiſed be the Gods for thy foulneſs ! ſlut- 
tiſhneſs may come hereafter : but be it as it may be, I will 


marry thee z and to that end I have been with Sir Oer 


Mar -text, the vicar of the next village, who hath pro- 
mis d to meet me in this place of the toreſt, and to cou- 
ple us. 
ag. I would fain ſee this meeting. 
Aud. Well, the Gods give us joy. 
Ch, Ames, A man may, if he were of a fearful heart, 
ſtagger in this attempt; for here we have no temple but the 
wood, no aſſembly but hom-beaſts, . But what tho' ? cou- 


rage. As horns are odious, they are neceſſary. It is ſaid, 
many a man knows no end of his goods: right: many a 


man has good horns, and knows no end of them, Well, 
that is the dowry of his wife, *tis none of his own getting ; 
horns ? even ſo—poor men alone? — no, nog. the nobleſt 
deer hath them as huge as the raſcal: is the fingle man 
therefore bleſſed ? no. As a wall'd town is worthier than 
a village, ſo is the forehead of a married man more honou · 


rable than the bare brow of a batchelor; and by how much 


defence is better than no ſkill, ſo much is a hora more pre- 
cious than to want, 
Enter Sir Oliver Mar- text. 

Here comes Sir Oliver : Sir Oliver Mar- text, you are well 
met. Will you diſpatch us here under this tree, or ſhall we 
go with you to your chappel ? 

Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the woman? 

Ch. I will not take her on gift of any man. 


Sir Oli. Truly the muſt be given, or the marriage is not 


lawful, 
Jag. Proceed, proceed! I'll give ber. 


Cb. Good even, good maſter what ye call: ag; 3 


ec ata: cc rc ao i. - a waa. . 


eg _ 
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he Gods 
dul ſlut 
am foul, 


{s! fut- 
„ I will 
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fot ho. Sir ? you are very well met: God'ild you for your laſt com- 
ons | 12 — to ſee you z even a toy in hand here, 


47 


ir: nay 3 pray be covered. 
Ja. Will you be married, Morley ? : 
« As the ox hath his bow, Sir, the horſe his curb, and 


£ 


the faulcon his bells, ſo man hath his deſire; and as pigeons 
pill, ſo wedlock would be nibling. 

Jug. And will you, being a man of your breeding, be 
rried under a buſh like a beggar ? get you to church, and 


"ied of him than of another; for he is not like to marry 
ne well; and not being well married, it will be a good ex- 
ſe for me hereafter to leave my wife, 

| Jag. Go thou with me, and let me counſel thee, 

Ch, Come, ſweet Audrey, we muſt be married, or we 
muſt live in bawdry: farewel, good Mr. Oliver; not O 
"ſweet Oliver, O brave Oliver, leave me not behind thee ; 
but wind away, be gone, I ſay, I will not to wedding with 


ee, 

Sir Oli. Tis no matter; ne'er a fantaſtical knave of 

hem all ſhall flout me out of my calling. Exeunt. 
SCENE X. Enter Roſalind and Celia. 

Roſ. Never talk to me, I will weep. 


Celia. Do, I pr'ythee; but yet have the grace to conſider 


chat tears do not become a man. 
* Rof, But have & not cauſe to weep ? 

Cel. As good cauſe as one would deſire, therefore weep, 
4 — His very hair is of a diſſembling colour. 

Cual. Something browner than Judas s: marry his kiſſes 
are Judas's own children. 

4 _ faith his hair is of a good colour, 

Cel. An excellent colour: your cheſnut was ever the only 


Eolour, 


Fe. And his kiffing is as full of ſanctity as the touch of 


Poly beard, 


een the kits of cavity from Hermit nod holy men, 
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Cel, He hath bought a pair of caſt lips of Diana 5 a nun © 
of winter's ſiſterhood kiſſe not more religiouſly ; the very 
| ice of chaſtity is in them, 8 
| | Ref. But why did he ſwear he would come this morning, 
| and comes not? -3 
| Cel. Nay, certainly there is no truth in him. 
11H Roſ. Do you think ſo ? 

Il Ves, 1 think he is not a pick-purſe, nor a horſe. 

il Realer 3 but for his verity in love, I do think him as con- 
lj Cave as a cover d goblet, or a worm-ecaten nut. 
| Roſ. Not true in love? 

Cl. Yes, when he is in ; but I think he is not in. 
; Fe You have heard him ſwear downright he was. 
ſtronge 


Was, is not, is ; beſides, the oath of a lover is no 

r than the word of a tapſter ; they are both the con- 
| firmers of falſe reckonings q he attends hete in the foreſt on 
| the Duke your father, | 
10 29 I met the Duke yeſterday, and had much queſtion 
| with him: he aſkt me of what parentage I was ; I told him 
| of as good as he; ſo he laugh'd, and let me go. But 
| what talle we of fathers when there is fuch a man as 
| Orlando ? 


Cel. O, that's a brave man, he writes brave verſes, ſpeaks 
brave words, ſwears brave oaths, and breaks them bravely z 


| i | quite travers athwart the heart of his lover, as a puiſny tilter, | 

| WA that ſpurs his Horſe but on one fide, breaks his ſtaff like a 
104 | noſe-quill'd gooſe z but all's brave that youth mounts and 
$1904 folly guides : who comes here ? 

i ll Enter Corin. 

01/08 Cor. Miſtreſs and maſter, you have oft enquiz'd 

$1111 1H After the ſhepherd that complain'd of love, 


1100 Whom you ſaw ſitting by me on the turf, 


10106 Praifing the proud diſdainful ſhepherdeſs 

1 00 That was his miſtreſs. | 
| il Cel. Well, and what of him? | 
Wl * Cor, If you will ſee s pageant truly plaid 
Wh Between the pale complexion of true love, 
i And the red glow of ſcorn and proud diſdain ; 

| ll Go hence a little, and I ſhall conduct you, 
14 If you will mark it, 


Ref, 


Ref, 


Say that you love me not, but fay not ſo 
In bitterneſs ; the common executioner, . 
* Whoſe heart th accuſtom'd fight of death makes hard, 
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Roſ. O come, let us remove 3 


1 The fight of lovers feedeth thoſe in love: 
Bring us but to this fight, and you ſhall ſay 
Ill prove a buſy actor in their play. 


[ Exeutt. 
SCENE XI. Exter Sylvius and Phebe. 
Syl. Sweet Phehe, do not ſcorn me, do not, Pbebe; 


- 


Falls not the ax upon the humbled neck, 


But firſt begs pardon : will you fterner be 
> Than he that lives and thrives by -bloody drops? 


Enter Roſalind, Celia and Corn; 
Phe, I would not be thy executioner, 


I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou tell'ſt me there is murther in mine eyes; 
*X ”Tis pretty, ſure, and very probable, 

That eyes that are the frail & and ſofteſt things, 
Who ſhut their coward gates on atomies, 


Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murtherers. 
Now I dq frown on thee with all my heart, 


And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee : 


Now counterfeit to ſwoon; why, now fall down; 


1 Or if thou cant not, oh for ſhame; for ſhame, 


Lie not, to ſay mine eyes are, murtherers. 


No ſhew the wound mine eyes have made in thee ; 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some ſcar of it; lean but upon a ruſh, 

The cicatrice and capable impreſſure 

© Thy palm ſome moment keeps: but now mine eyes, 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not; 


Not I am ſure, there is no force in eyes 


1 That can do any hurt. 


Syl. O my dear Phebe, 


If ever (as that ever may be near) 
28 You meet in ſome freſh cheek the power of fancy, 
Then ſhall you know the wound's inviſible 


'That love's keen arrows make, 
Phe, But *till that time 


| Come not thou neax me; and when that time comes, 


Vor. III. E Aitia 
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Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not, 
As till that time I ſhall not pity thee. 

Roſ. And why, I pray you? who might be your mother, 
That you inſult, exult and domineer 
Over the wretched ? what though you have ſome beauty, 
(As, by my faith, I ſee no more in you 
Than without candle may go dark to bed,) 

Muſt you be therefore proud and pitileſs? 

Why, what means this? why do you look on me ? 
ſee no more in you than in the ordinary 

Of nature's ſale-work : odds my little life, 

T think ſhe means to tangle mine eyes too : 

No, faith, proud miſtreſs, hope not after it ; 

*Tis not your inky brows, your black ſilk hair, 

Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream 

That can entame my ſpirits to your worſhip, 

You fooliſh ſhepherd, wherefore do you follow her 

Like foggy ſouth puffing with wind and rain ? 

You are a thouſand times a properer man 

Than ſhe a woman.  *Tis ſuch fools as you 

That make the world full of ill- favour d children 

*Tis not her glaſs, but you that flatter her, 

And out of you ſhe ſees her ſelf more proper 

Than any of her lineaments can ſhow her, 

But, miſtreſs, know your ſelf, down on your knees, 

And thank heav'n, faſting, * a good man's love; 

For J muſt tell you friendly in your ear, 

Sell when you can, you are not for all markets, 

Cry the man mercy, love him, take his offer, 

Foul is moſt foul, being foul to be a ſcoffer: 

So take her to thee, ſhepherd ; fare you well. 

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you, chide a year together; 
I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo, 

Roſ. He's fallen in love with her foulneſs, and ſhe*l1 fall 
in love with my anger, If it be ſo, as faſt as ſhe anſwers 
thee with frowning looks, I'Il ſauce her with bitter words : : 
Why look you ſo upon me? 

Phe, For no ill-will I bear you. 

Rof. 1 pray you, do not fall in love with me, 

* Ly the woid foul here is meaiit /rowningy lowring, F 
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For I am falſer than vows made in wine; 

* Beſides, I like you not. If you will know my houſe, 
K cis at the tuft of olives, here hard by: 

Will you go, ſiſter? ſhepherd, ply her hard: 
Come, ſiſter; ſhepherdeſs, look on him better, 
And be not proud; tho” all the world could ſee ye 
None could be ſo abus'd in fight as he. 
Come, to our flock, [Ex, Roſ. Cel. and Cor, 
% Phe. Deed, ſhepherd, now I find thy ſaw of might, 
Mm bo ever lov'd, that lov'd gt at ſirſt fight ? 

Syl. Sweet Phebe |! | 

Phe,” Hah : what ſay ' ſt thou, Sylvius ? 

Syl. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

be, Why, I am ſorry for thee, gentle Sylvius, 

| Syl. Where-ever ſorrow is, relief would be; 
If you do ſorrow at my grief in love, | 
; | By giving love your ſorrow and my grief 
[| Were both extermin'd. 
: Phe. Thou haſt my love; is not that neighbourly ? 
Syl. I would have you. 
+ Pheb, Why, that were covetouſneſs, 
Sylvius, the time was, that I hated. thee 
| And yet it is not that | bear thee love ; 
| But fince that thou canſt talk of love ſo well, 


Thy company, which erſt was irkſome to me, 
I will endure ; and I'll emplay thee too: 
| But do not look for further recompence 
Than thine own gladneſs that thou art employ d. 
Syl. So holy and ſo perfect is my love, 
ſuch a poverty of grace attends it, 
That I ſhall think it a moſt plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man %4 
1 That the main harveſt reaps : looſe now and then 
A ſcattered ſmile, and that I'Ilbve upon. 
Phe, Know'ſ thou the youth that ſpoke to me erewhile ? 
Syl. Not very well, but I have met him oft; x 
And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds 
That the eld Carlot once was maſter of. - + : | 
Phe. Think not I love him, tho' I aſk for him: 
, Tis but a peeviſh boy, r talks well, 
2 
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But what care I for words? yet words do well, 2 
When he that fpeaks them pleaſes theſh that hear . 
Tt is a pretty youth, nat very prett 
But ſure he's proud; and yet his pride becomes him 3 
He'll make a proper man; the be thing in him 
Is his complexion' 5 and faſter than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up: 
He. is not tall, yet ſor hit years he's tall; 
His leg is but fo fo, and yet tis well; 
There was a pretty rednebs' j in bis lip, 

little riper and more luſty red | N 

han that mix'd in his chęek; twas juſt the difference 
Betwixt the conſtant red and mingled damaſk, 331 
There be ſome women, Syloius, had they mark d l 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him ; but for my part 
I love him not, nor hate im not; and yet 
I have more cauſe to hate him than to love bim * 
For what had he to dd to chide at me? 
He faid mine eyes were black, and my hair block, 
And, now I 2m remembred, ſeorn' dq at me; 
I marvel why I anßwer' d not again, 
But that's all one; omgttance is no quittance. 
I'll write to him a very taunting letter, 
And thou ſhalt bear it; wilt thou, ive on 

Sy!. Phebe, with all my heart, 

be, I'll wnte it ſtraight ; Mee 

The matter's in my head, and in my heart, 6 
J will be bitter with him, and paſſing ſhort: 


Go with me, * 3 | Lee., 
ACT IV. sc NE I. 
f Continues in the Foreſt. 


Enter Roſalind, Celia and Jaques. an 
Jag. I Pr*ythee, pretty youth; let me be better acquaints 
ed with thee, 
Roſ. They ſay-you are à melancholy fellow, 
Jag. I am fo; I do love it better than laughing. 
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ble fellows, and betray themſelyes to every modern cenſure 


worſe than drunkards. | 


ag. Why, tis good to be ſad, and ſay nothing. 
. Roſ.. Why then tis good to be a poſt. | 

Jag. I have neither the ſcholar's melancholy, which is 
emulation; nor the muſician's, which is fantaſtical ; nor 
the courtier s, which is proud ; nor the ſoldier's, which is 
ambitious z nor the lawyer's, which is politick ; nor the 
lady's, which is nice; nor the lover's, which is all theſe 3 
but it is a melancholy of mine own, compounded of many , 
ſimples, extracted from many objects, and indeed the ſun · 
dry contemplation of my travels, in which my often rumi- 
nation wraps me in a moſt humorous ſadneſs. 

Roſ. A traveller! by my faith, you have great reaſon to 
be ſad : I fear you have ſold your own lands, to fee other 
mens; then, to have ſeen much, and to have nothing, is. 
to have rich eyes and poor hands, 

Jag. Yes, I have gain'd experience, 

Enter Orlando. 6 

Roſ. And your experience makes you ſad: I had rather 
have a fool to make me merry than experience to make me 
ſad, and to travel for it too. | 

Orla. Good day, and happineſs, dear Roſalind ! 

Faq, Nay, then God b'w'y you, an you talk in blank 
verſe, | [it. 

| SCENE II. 

Roſ. Farewel, monſieur traveller; look you liſp, and 
wear ſtrange ſuits ; diſable all the benefits of your own, 
country; be out of love with your nativity, and almoſt 
chide God for making you that countenance you are, or I 
will ſcarce think you have ſwam in a Gondola. Why, how 
now, Orlando, where have you been all this while? You a 
lover ? an you ſerve me ſuch another trick, never come in 
my ſight more. | | 

— My fair Reſalind, I come within an hour of my 
promiſe. 

Rof. Break an hour's promiſe in love ! he that will di- 
vide a minute into a thouſand parts, and break but a part 
of the thouſandth part of a migute in the affairs of love, 
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it. may be ſaid of him, - that Cupid hath clapt him oth?” 
ſhoulder, but I'll warrant him heart- whole. 

Orla. Pardon'me, dear Roſalind, 

Roſ. Nay, an you be ſo tardy, come no more in my 
fight ; 1 had as hef be woo'd of a ſnail, Ky 

Orla. Of a ſnail? 11 

Keſ. Ay, of a ſnail; for tho' he comes ſlowly, he car - 
nes his houſe on his dend a better jointure, I think, than 
you em make a woman; beſides, he W his deſtiny 
with him. | 

Orla. What's that? \ 

'*Roſ, Why, horns; which ſuch as you are 4 to be 
beholden to your wives for; but he comes armed in his for- 
tune, and prevents the ſtander of. his wife. 

Wipe Moraes is no  horn-maker 3 3 and my Roſalind i3 


"Ro And I am your Roſalind. 
It pleaſes him'to call. you ſo; but he buch a Roſe- 
nd of a better leer than you. 

Rof. Come, woo me, woe me; for now 1 am in a 
hohyday humour, and like enough to conſent: what would 
you ſay to me now, an I were your very very Rejabnd# . 

Orla, I would kiſs · before T ſpoke. 

- Ref. Nay, you were better ſpeak firſt, and when you 
were gravell'd for lack of matter, you might take acca- 

n to kiſs, Very good orators, when they are out, they 
will ſpit; and for lovers lacking, God warn us, matter, the 

Cleanlieft ſhift is to kiſs, 

Orla. How if the kiſs be denied? 

* Ref. Then the puts you to entreaty, and there begins 
new matter, 

Orla, Who could be out, being before. his beloved 
miſtreſs ? 

Ref. Marry that ſhould you if I were your miſtreſs, or 
I ſhould think my honeſty ranker than my wit. 

Orla. What, of my ſuit ? 

© Rof. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your ſuit, 
Am not I your Roſalind ? A 

Orla, 1 take ſore joy to are, becauſg I would 
be talking of her, 32 "RY 

Fo. 
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Noſ. Well, in her perſon I fay I will not have you. 
Orla, Then in mine own. perſon I die. 

Roſ. No, faith, die by attorney; the poor world is al- 
moſt fix thouſand years old, and in all this time there was 
not any man died in his own perſon, widelice, in a love- 
cauſe: Troilus had his brains daſh'd out with a Grecian 
elub, yet he did what he could to die before, and he is one 
of the patterns of love. . Laaader, he would have liv?d 
many a fair year, tho“ Hero had turn'd nun; if it had not , 
been for a hot midſummer nigbt; for, good youth, he 
went but forth to waſh in the Helleſpart, and being taken 
with the cramp was drowa'd ; and the fooliſh corogers of 
that age found it Hero of Seſfos. But theſe are all lies 
men have died from time to time, and worms have eaten 
them, but not for love. 

Orla. I would not have my right Reſalind of this mind; 
for I proteſt her frown might kill me. 

Ref. By this hand, it will not kill a fſie; but come; 
now I will be your Reſabhnd in a more. coming · on diſpoſ - 
tion; and aſk me what you will, Iwill grant it. 

Orla. Then love me, Reſalnd.  - | 
Ref. Yes faith will I, Fridays and Saturdays, and all. 
Orla, And wilt thou have me ? 

Reſ. Ay, and twenty ſuch, 

Orla, What ſay' ſt thou? 

Roſ. Are you not good ? 

Orla. J hope ſo. p | \ 

Roſ. Why then, can one deſire too much of a good 
thing? come, ſiſter, you ſhall be: the prieſt, and marryug 
Give me your hand, Orlando; what do you lay, Siſter ? 

Orla, Pray thee, marry. us, | 

Cel. I cannot ſay the words, 

Roſ. You muſt begin, will you Orlando "Of 

Cel. Go to: will you Orlando have to wife this Reſalnd 

Orla, I will. | 

Roſ. Ay, but when ? 

Orla, Why now, as faſt as ſhe can marry us, 

Rof. Then you muſt fay, I take thee R</aind for wife, 

Orla, I take thee R:ſalind for wiſe, 

Ref. 1 might alk you tor your commiſlion, but 1 — 
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take thee Orlando for my huſband : there's a girl goes be- 
fore the prieſt, and certainly a woman's thought runs before 
her actions. 

Orla. So do all thoughts; they are wing d. 5 
Roſ. Now tell me how long you would love her after 
you have poſſeſt her. 

Orla. For ever and a day. | 

Roſ. Say a day without the ever: no, no, Orlando, men 
are yi when they woo, December when they wed : maids 
are May when they are maids, but the ſky changes when 
they are wives; I will be more jealous of thee than a 
Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen; more clamorous than a 
parrot againſt rain; more new-fangled than an ape; more 
giddy in my defires than a monkey; I will weep for no- 
thing, like Diana in the fountain, and 1 will do that when 
you are difpoy'd to be merry; I will laugh like a hyen, and 
that when you are inclin'd to ſleep, 

Orla, But will my Roſalind do fo? 

Roſ. By my life, ſhe will do as I do. 

Orla. O, but the is wiſe, 

Roſ. Or elſe ſhe could not have the wit to do this; the 
wiſer, the waywarder : make the doors faſt upon a woman's 
wit, and it will out at the caſement ; ſhut that, and *twill 
out at the key- hole; ſtop that, it will fly with the ſmoak 
out at the chimney. | 

Orla. A man that had a wife with ſuch a wit, he might 
ſay, wit, whither wilt? 

Roſ. Nay, yoa might keep that check for it, till you 
met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed. 

Orla. And what wit could wit have to exeuſe that? 

Roſ. Marry, to ſay the came to ſeek you there: you 
ſhall never take her without her anſwer, unleſs you take 
her without her tongue. O that woman, that cannot make 
her fault her huſband's accuſation, let her never nurſe her 
child her ſelf, for ſhe will breed it like a fool ! 

Orla, For theſe two hours, Roſalind, I will leave thee, 

Roſ. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours. 

Orla. I muſt attend the Duke at dinner, ty two o'clock 
I will be with thee again, 

Reſ. Ay, go your ways, go your ways; I knew what 
| you 


you would prove, my friends . GE. 
thought no. leſs 3 that e tangue of yours Won me; 

tis but one caſt away, ſo come death: two 0 'th? rr 
is your hour? 

Orla. . ſweet Reſalitd. 

Roſ. By my troth, and in — cameſt, and fo Cad end 
me, and by all pretty oaths that ate not dangerous, if you 
break one jot of. your promiſe, or come one minute behind 
your hour, I will think you the moſt pathetical break - pro- 
miſe, and the moſt hollow lover, and the moſt unworthy 
of het you call Roſalind, that may be choſen out of the 
- groſs band of the unfaithful z therefore beware my cenſure, 

and keep your promiſe. 

Orla. With no leſs religion than if thou wert indeed my 
> Roſalind ; ſo adieu. 

Ke. Well, time is the juſtice that examines all 
© ſuch oftenders, and let time ty. Adieu. [ Exit Orla. 
3 SCENE III. 

* Cz. You have froply mifur'd our ſex in your love- prate: 
we muſt have your doublet and hoſe pluck' d over yojt 
> head, OA har nya bird hath done to her 
= own veſt, 
* Roof. O cox, coz, cox, my pretty little con, that thou 
didſt know how many fathom deep I am in love; but it 


cannot be ſounded : my affeQtion hath an unknown bottom, 


” like the bay of Portugal. 
| Cel. Or rather bottomleſs, [that as faſt as you pour affee⸗ 
tion in, it runs out. 
Roſ. No, that ſame wicked baſtard of Venes, that// | 
Was begot of thought, eanceiv'd of ſpleen, - and born of 
' madneſs, that blind raſcally hoy, that abuſes every ones 
eyes, becauſe his own art out, let him be judge how deep 
I am in love; I' tell thee, Alena, I cannot be out of 
the ſight of Orlanile: wall 4 TI 'a ſhadow, __ ſigh till 
he come. 
Cel. An} FN ep. [Exeunt, 
SCENE IV. ke, Jaques, Lords and Forgfters, 
Faq. Which is he that Eilbd the deer? | 
Lord, a. it was J. 
Jag. Let's preſent him to-the Duke like a Roman con- 


queror, 
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queror, and it would do well to ſet the deer's horns upon 
his head for a branch of victory; have you no ſong, fo- 
reſter, for this purpoſe ? 

For, Yes, Sir. 

Jag. Sing it: tis no matter how it wa wk, ſo it 


make noiſe enough. 1 
Muſicle, Song. 9 


What ſpall be bave that kill d the deer? 1 
His leather ſkin and horns to wear; ' x 
Then fing bim bome; Take thou no ſeorn 1 
[The reſt ſhall bear this burthen. 
To wear the born, the born, the born: 
I: was a creft tre thou waſt born, y 
fatber's father wore it, 
And thy own father bore it, 
The born, the wh er luſty born, 
Ir net a thing b to ſcorn, [Exeunt, 
SCENE *. nter Roſalind and Celia. 
Reſ. How ſay you now, is it not paſt two o'clock ? 
I wonder much Orlando is not here. 1 
Cel. I warrant you, with pure love and troubled brain he |” 
hath ta'en his bow and arrows, and is gone forth to ſleep : 
look who comes here. 
Emer Sylvius. 
Syl. My errand is to you, youth, 
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this: 
I know not the contents; but as I gueſs 
By the ſtern brow and waſpiſh action 
Which ſhe did uſe as ſhe was writing of it, 
| It bears an angry tenour; pardon me, 
| I am but as a guiltleſs meſſenger. . - 
'F Roſ. Patience her ſelf would ſtartle at this letter, 
ö [ After reading che letter, 
| 


een — 


And play the ſwaggerer; bear this, bear all. 
She ſays I am not fair, that I lack manners, 


: 

She calls me proud, and that ſhe could not love me 

Were man as rare as phenix : odd's my will! 

| Her love is not the hare that I do hunt. 

| Why writes ſhe ſo to me? well, ſhepherd, well, 

Thi is a feuer of your own device. | * 
yl, 


* 
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Fyl. No, I proteſt I know not the contents, 
Phebe did write it. 

Roſ. Come, come, you're a fool, 
And turn'd into th” extremity of love. 
I ſaw her hand, ſhe has a leathern hand, 
A free · ſtone · coloured hand; I verily did think 
That her old gloves were on, but twas her hands; 
She has a huſwife's hand, Vat that's no matter; 
I ſay ſhe never did invent this letter, 


This is a man's invention, and his hand, 


Syl. Sure it is hers, 
of. Why, tis a boiſterous and a cruel ſtile, 
A ſtile for challengers ; why, the defies me, 
Like Turk to Chriftian z woman's gentle brain 
Could not drop forth ſuch giant rude invention, 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect 
Than in their countenance ; will you hear the letter? 
Syl. So pleaſe you, for I never heard it yet; 
Yet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty. 
Rof. She Phebe's me; mark how the tyrant writes, 
[Reads] Art thou God to ſpepherd turn d, 


Wat a maiden's heart bath burn'd ? 
Can a woman rail thus ? 
25 Call * —_ FO 
of. Reads. „ thy godbead laid a 
a — pc with a Twoman's heres 
Did you ever hear ſuch railing? * 
Whiles the eye of man did wp0o me, 


That could do no wengeance to me, 
Meaning me a beaſt. 
If the ſcorn of your bright eyne © 
Have power to raiſe ſuch love in mine, 
Alack, in me, <vbat flrange effect 
Would they work in mild aſpett ? 
Whiles you chid me, I did love; 
How then might prayers move | 
He that bri — ue hw to thee 
| _ hnoqws —— in me A 
And by bim ſeal up thy mand, 
Whether that thy — and kind 


6 


Go J N Lite it. 


Withihe faithful aper tale | 
me, and all that 1 = make ; * 


Or elſe by bim 
ye = 12 Pl p 6 ny bow to die, 

Syl. Call you this chiding? 

Cel. Alas, pbor ſhepherd? ?:? 

Roſ. Do you pity him? no, he deſerves to pity 2 wilt 
thou love ſuch a woman ? ite, to make; thee an inſtru- 
ment, and play falſe ſtrains upon thee ? not to be endured! 
well, go your way to her, for I fee love hath made thee a 
tame ſnake, and ſay this to her, that if ſhe love me, I 
charge her to love thee t if ſhe will not, I will never bave 
her, unleſs thou entreat for her. If you be a true lover, 
hence, and not a word; for here comes more company. 


[Exit Sl. 
SCENE. VI. | Enter Oliver. 

Oli, Good tnorrow, fair ones: pray you, if 2 
Where in the purlews of this foreſt ſtands | 
A ſheep-cote fenc'd about with blive-trees ? | 

Cl. Weſt of this place down in the neighbour voto 
The rank of ofiers, by the murmuring ſtream 0 
Left on your right-hand, brings you to the place; 

But at this hour the houſe doch — it ſelf; * 189 
There's none within, j 72 
Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then ſhould I know you by deſcription, 
Such garments, and ſuch years: the boy is fair, 
Of female favour, and beftows himſelf 
Like a ripe Siſter: but the woman low, 
And browner than her brother, Are not you 
The owner of the houſe I did enquire for? 
Cel. It is no boaſt, being aſk'd, to ſay we are. 
Oli, Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to that youth he calls his Reſalind 
He ſends this bloody napkin. Ate you he ? 

Roſ. 1 am; hat muſt we — by this? 

Ou. Some of my ſhame, if you will know of me - 
What man I am, and how; and why; and + 
This handkerchief was ſtaln' d. 

Cel. I pray you, tell it, 
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| Ol. When laſt the young Orlando parted from you, 
\ He left a promiſe to return again 
Within two hours ; and pacing through the foreſt, 
Chewing the food of ſweet and bitter fancy, | 


Lo what befel ! he threw his eye aſide, | 
And mark what object did preſent it ſelf. - 

ilt nder an oak, whoſe boughs were moſs'd with age, 
And high top bald, of dry antiquity ; 


1 3 A wretched ragged man, o'er- grown with hair, 
a Lay ſleeping on his back; about his neck 
I A green and gilded ſnake had wreath'd it ſelf, 


e Who with her head, nimble in threats, approach d 
N The opening of his mouth; but ſuddenly 
Seeing Orland» it unlink'd it ſelf, 


And with indented glides did ſlip away 
Into a buſh, under which buſh's ſhade 
A Lioneſs, with udders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching head on ground, with cat-like watch 
When that the ſleeping man ſhould ſtir ; for tis 
The royal diſpoſition of that beaſt 
To prey on nothing that doth ſeem as dead: 
This ſeen, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 8 | 
Cel. O, I have heard him ſpeak of that ſame brother, | 
And he did render him the moſt unnatural | 
That liv'd ' mongſt men. | 
Oli, And well he might ſo do; 
For well I know he was unnatural, 
Roſ. But to Orlando; did he leave him there 
Food to the ſuck'd and hungry lioneſs? 
Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'd fo ; 
But kindneſs nobler ever than revenge, 
And nature ftrenger than his juſt occaſion, 
Made him give battel to the lioneſs : 
Who quickly fell before him, in which hurtling 
From miſerable ſlumber I awak'd, 
el. Are you his brother? 
"I Was't you he reſcu'd ? 
Cel. Was't you that did ſo oft contrive to xill hm? 
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Oli. Twas I; but tis not I; 1 do not ſhame 
To tell you what I was, ſince my converſion 
So ſweetly taſtes, being the thing I am, 
Roſ. But for the bloody napkin ? 
Oli. By and by. 
When from the firſt to laſt, betwixt us two, 
Tears our recountments had moſt kindly bath'd, 
As how I came into that defart place 
In brief he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me freſh array and entertainment, 
Committing me unto my brother's love, 
Who led me inftantly unto his cave, 
There ſtripp'd himſelf, and here upon his arm 
The lioneſs had torn ſome fleſh away, 
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted, 
And cry'd, in fainting, upon Roſalind, 
Brief, I recover'd him, bound up his wound, 
And after ſome ſmall ſpace, being ſtrong at heart, 
He ſent me hither, ſtranger as I am, 
To tell this ſtory, that you might excuſe 
His broken promiſe, and to give this napkin, 
Dy'd in his blood, unto the ſhepherd youth 
That he in ſport doth call his Roſalind, 
Cel. Why, how now, Ganimed, ſweet Ganimed ? 
[ Roſ. faints. 
Oli, Many will ſwoon when they do look on blood. 
Cel. There is no more in't: couſin Ganimed ! 
O1. Look, he recovers. 
Roſ. Would I were at home! 
Cel, We'll lead you thither. 
I pray you, will you take him by the arm? | 
0. Be of good cheer, youth; you a man? you lack 4 
man's heart. | 
Roſ. I do ſo, I confeſs it, Ah, Sir, a body would think 
this was well counterfeited, I pray you, tell your brother 
how well I counterfeited : heigh-ho! | 
Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great teſti- 
mony in your complexion that it was a paſſion of earneſt. 
Re. Counterfeit, I aſſure you, on 
' Pr , 0 
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2 Well then, take a good heart, and counterſeit tu be 


e So 1 do: but, i faith, I ſhould have been a wo- 
man by right. 

Cl, Come, you look paler and paler ; pray vou, draw 

ards 3 good Sir, go with us 

1 Oh, That will I ; for I muſt bear anſwer back 

How you excuſe my brother, Roſalind, | 
2 Roſ, I ſhall deviſe ſomething ; but I pray you, com- 
mend my. counterfeiting to him: will you go? [Execunt, 


1 Ar SCENE I, 
| The Foreſt, Enter Clown and Audrey, 


Co. WI a time, Audrey ; patience, gentle 


Aud. Faith, prieſt was good enough, for all the old 
"| Gentleman's ſayi Ying. 

; Cho. A moſt wicked Sir Ol:wer, Audrey, à moſt vile 
Mar- ter! but, Audrey, there is a youth here in the fo- 


reſt la claim to you, 
—TE I know who tis; he hath no intereſt in the. 
wn; here comes the man you mean. 
Entcr William. 
Cho. It is meat and drink to me to ſee a clown by my 


— . 8 
8 pg 


we ſhall flouting : we cannot hold, 

Mill. Vood ev'n, Audrey. 

Aud, God ye good ev'n, JV; lian. 

Mill. And good ev 'n to you, Sir. 

Clo, Good ev'n, gentle friend. Cover thy head, cover thy 
bead; nay, pr'ythee be covet d. How old are you; friend ? 


a — 
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r 4 Mill. Five — OY » Vit. 
x Ch, Ari is thy name William? 
nke Hill. 2 Sir. 
err Clo. A fair name. Waſt born i*th* foreſt here? 
Will, Ay, Sir, I thank God. 
vu. Clo, Thank God: a good anſwer : art rich? 
; HU, Faith, Sir, fo ſo. 
Clo, So ſo is good, very good, very eee oP and 
VA IE Sans it is but ſy fo, n 


Hill. 


troth, we that have good wits have much to anſwer for 3 
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- Will, Ay, Sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Ch, Why, thou ſay'ſt well: I do now e a . 
ing, the fool doth think he is wiſe, but the wiſe man knows 
himſelf to be a fool, The heathen philoſopher, when he 
had a defire to eat a grape, would open his lips when he put 
it into his mouth ; meaning thereby, that grapes were made 
to eat, and lips to open. Yecu do love this maid ? 

Will, I do, Sir. 

Quo. Give me your hand: art thou learned? 

Will. No, Sir. 

_ Clo, Then learn this of me; to have, is to have, 
It is a figure in rhetorick, that drink being poured out of a 
cup into a glaſs by filling the one doth empty the other, 


For all your writers do conſent, that ipſe is he: now yo 


are not ipſe ; for I am he. 
Will. Which he, Sir? 


Ch, He, Sir, that muſt marry this woman; n 


you clown, abandon ; which is in the vulgar, leave the 
ſociety 3 which 1 in the booriſh, is company, of this female 3 


which in the common, is woman; which together is, 


abandon the ſociety of this female; or clown, thou periſheſt ; 


or, to thy better underſtanding, Gdieſt; or, to wit, 1 kill 


thee, make thee away, tranſlate thy lite into death, thy 

liberty into bondage; I will deal in poiſon with thee, or 

in baſtinado, or in ſteel ; 

I will o'er-run thee with policy, I will kill chec 

dred and fifty ways; therefore tremble and depart, - 
Aud. Do, good William. 


hun- 


Will, God reſt you merry, Sir, [Ext. 

Enter Corn, 1 - 

Cr. Our maſter and miſtreſs ſeek you; come away, 
away. 


Ch, Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey ; J attend, I Ported. 


SCENE If. Eiter Orlando and Oliver. 
Orla. Is't poſſible that on ſo little acquaintance you ſhould 
like her? that but ſeeing, you ſhould love her ? and: lov- 
ing, woo? and wookl, ſhe ſhould grant? and will you 
ere to enjoy her? 


verty 


2 
* 
. 


For 


I will bandy with thee in faction, 


Oh, Neither call the piddineſs of it in queſtion, the po- 


1 
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a f ve may enjoy each other; it ſha 
2* father's houſe, and all the revenue that was old Sir Rerp- 
* land's, will I eſtate upon you, and kere live and die „r- 


f the Duke to the nuptial. 
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of her, the ſmall acquaintance, my ſudden wooing, 

— * ſudden conſenting; but ſay with me, Hove Aliena 3 
ſay with her, that ſhe loves me; conſent with both, that 
Il be to your good: for my 


b Enter Roſalind. 
ora. You have my conſent... Let your wedding be to- 


ewe -thither will 1, invite. cha, Duke 20d. all bis cane 
> tented followers : go you and prepare Alena; for look yous 
bere comes my Roſalind, 


- Rof, God ſave you, brother. | . 

Oli. And you, fair fiſter. 

Koſ. O my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to ik thee 
wear thy heart in a ſcarf ! 

Orla. It is my arm. 

Rof,. I thought thy heart had been wounded with the 
claus of a lion. 

Orla. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

Ref, Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited to 


7 ſwoon „ When he ſhew'd me your handkerchief ? 


Orla. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Roſ, O, I know where you are: nay, tis true: thers 
was never any thing ſo ſudden, but the fight of two rams,. 
and Cæſar's thraſonical brag of I came, ſaw and overcame :; 
for your brother and my ſiſter no ſooner met, but they 
look'dz no ſaoner look'd, but they lov'd ; no ſooner loy'd, 


'Z but they ſigh'd; no ſooner ſigh'd, but they aſk d one an- 
> other the reaſon; no ſooner knew the reaſon, but they 
= ſought the remedy ; and in theſe degrees have they made a 
pair of ſtairs to marriage, which, they will climb inconti- 


nent, or elſe he incontinent before marriage; they are in 


the very wrath of love, and they will together, Clubs 


3 cannot part them. 


Orla. They ſhall. be married to-morrow z and I will bid 
But O, how bitter a thing it is 
to look into happineſs through another man's eyes! by ſo 
much the more ſhall I to-morrow be at the height of heart- 


n | «bras 


| Orla, Speak*ſt thou in ſober meanings? 


I Rof. I care not if I have: it is my ſtudy 
* You are there follow'd by a faithful ſhepherd ; 


22 
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heavineſs, by how much I ſhall think my brother happy in F 
having what he wiſhes for. | ' A 

Reſ. Why then to-morrow I cannot ſerve your turn for 
Roſalind. 5 

Orla. I can live no longer by thinking. ' * 
* Ref. I will weary you then no longer with idle tallcing. © 

Know of me then, for now I ſpeak to ſome purpoſe, that' ' 7 A 
I know you are a gentleman of goed conceit. I ſpeak not A 
this that you ſhould bear a good opinion of my knowledge; A 
infomuch, I ſay, I know what you are; neither do I la 14 
bour for a greater eſteem than may in ſome little meaſure 14 
draw a belief from you to do your ſelf good, and not to- ? 
grace me, Believe then, if you pleaſe, that I can do 
ſtrange things; I have, ſince J was three years old, con · 
verſt with a magician, moſt profound in his art, and yet 
| not damnable. If you do love Roſalind ſo near the heart as 
your geſture cries it out, when your brother marries Miena 
| you ſhall marry her. I know into what ſtreights of for- 
N tune ſhe is driven, and it is not impoſſible to me, if it ap- 
| pear not inconvenient to you, to ſet her before your eyes 
| to-morrow ; human as ſhe is, and without any danger. 


Roſ. By my life, Ido; which 1 tender dearly, tho“ I 
I am a magician: therefore put you on your beſt ar- 
ray, bid your friends: for if you will be married to- 
morrow, you ſhall ; and to Roſalind, if you will. 
SCENE III., Enter Sylvius and Phebe. 
| Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of hers, 
| Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentleneſs, 
To ſhew the letter that I writ to you. 


we dd tO Wi 2 


FA 4 + 


af »S 


To ſeem deſpiteful and ungentle to you: 


Look upon him, love him z he worſhips you. 
Phe, Good ſhepherd, tell this youth what tis to love. 
Syl. It is to be made all of fighs and tears; 
And fo am I for Phebe. 
Phe. And I for Ganimed, 
Orla. And I for Roſalind. a 
| © Ref. And I for no woman, 
| $yt. 
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2 Tt is to be made all of faith and ſervioe; moe 
And ſo am I for Pbebe. * 
Phe. And I for Ganimed. 

Orla, And I for Roſalind, 


«" Ref. And I for no woman. ' 


ng. Syl. It is to be all made of fantaſie, | 

ae All made of paſſion, and all made of wiſhes, 

not All adoration, duty and obſervance, 

23 All humbleneſs, all patience, and impatience, 

la- Al purity, «all tryal, all obſervanee; 

re And fo am I for Phebe, 2 
tw: | Phe. And ſo am I for Ganimed, 

do Orla, And fo am I for Roſalind. 

N- Roſ. And ſo am I for no woman. 

ret Phe. If this. be ſo, why blame you me to love you? . 

as n . [ To Roſ. 

na Syl. If this be ſo, why blame you me to love yau ? 

Ir - [To Phe. 

p- — If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you ? 

yes of. Who do you ſpeak to blame you me to love you ? 

Orla. To 223 is not (OI doth not hear, A 
= Rof. Pray you, no more of this; tis like the howling 

1 of Vip wolves againſt the moon; I will help you if I can; 

It's I would love you if I could: to-morrow meet me all to- 

Qs | gether: Tilt marry you, if ever I marry woman, and 


I' be married to-morrow ; [To Phe. ] I will ſatisfy you, 
if ever 1 fatisfy'd man, and you ſhall be married to- mor- 
row; [To Orl, | I will content you, if what pleaſes you 
contents you, and you ſhall be married to-morrow : | To 
Syl.] As you love Roſalind, meet; as you love Phebe, 
meet; and as I love no woman, Ill meet. So fare you 
well; I have left you commands, 
Fyl. I'll not fail, if 1 live. 
be. Nor J. 
Orla. Nor J. ' [Exeunt, 
SCENE IV. Enter Clown and Audrey. 
Ch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey: to-morrow 
we will be married, 
Aud. I do deſire it with all my heart; and 1 hope it is 
no 
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no diſhoneſt deſire to deſire to be a woman Aman. 
Here come two of the baniſh'd Duke's pages. 
Enter two P p. 1 
1 Page. Well met, honeſt gent — 0 
Ch. By my troth, well mer; come, lit, i, and a long. 
2 Page, We are for you, fit iꝰ ch 
1 Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, Bk hawk 
ing, or ſpitting, or ſaying we are hoarſe, which: are the. 
only prologues to a bad voice | | 
2 Page, T'faith, i' faith, and both in a tune, like two 
gypſies on a horſe, | 
8s O . 
I was a lover and bis laſs, 
With a bey, and a bo, and a bey nonino, . "© 
That o er the green corn-field did paſs 1 
In the ſpring- time; the pr time 
When birds do ng, bey ding oe, 4 * 
Srvect lovers love the ſpring. 
And therefore tals the preſent time, | 
With a bey, and a ho, and a bey nonins 3 
For love is crowned woith the prime, | 
In the (pri: 1g-time, &c. 
Between the acres of tha rye, 
With a bey, and a bo, and à bey noni no, 
Theſe pretty country- folks would lye, 
In the ſpring-lime, &c. . 
Jhe carral they began that bour, 
With a bey, and a bo, and a bey noninog 
H. av that our life wwas but a flaxwer, 
In the ſpring-time, &c. 


0 


C!z, Truly, young gentlemen, though there was no 
great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very untuneable. 
1 Page. You are deceiv'd, Sit; and we kept time, we 

loſt not our time, 5 
C. By my troth, yes: I count 1 it but time loſt to hear 
ſach a fooliſh ſong. God b'w'y you, ang God mend your 
voices. Come, Aadrcy. [Kennt 
SCENE 
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1 SCENE V. Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, Jaques 
1 Orlando, Oliver, and Celia. * 


Due Sen. Doſt thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promiſed ? 


fig. ö Orla. I ſometimes do believe, and ſometimes do not; 
* As thoſe that think they hope, and know they fear. 
» "= Enter Roſalind, Sylvius, and Phebe. 
the, Roſ. Patience once more, whiles our compact is urg : 


| You ſay, if I bring in your Roſalind, {To the Duke, 
tuo You will beſtow her on Orlando here? 
- Duke Sen, That would I, had I kingdoms to give with 


Roſ. And you ſay you will have her when I bring her? 
1 1 [ To Orlando. 
cor. That would I, were I of all kingdoms King. 

3 Jo. You ſay you'll marry me, if I be willing. | To Phebe. 
Pbe. That will I, ſhould 1 die the hour after, 


> Koſ. But if you do refuſe to marry me, 4 
2 You'll give your ſelf to this moſt faithful ſhepherd? 
* ' Phe. So is the bargain. 
Reſ. You ſay, that you'll have Phebe, if ſhe will? 
To Sylvius. 

2 - Syl. Tho' to have her and death were both one thing, 
$ Rof I ve promis'd to make all this matter even; 
Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your daughter; 
* You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter: 
Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me, 
Or elſe, refuſing me, to wed this ſhepherd. 
© Keep your word, Sylvius, that you'll marry her, 

If the refuſe me; and from hence I 

{ To make theſe doubts all even. Ea. Roſ. and Celia. 

* Duke Sen. I do remember in this ſhepherd-boy 
s no Some lively touches of my daughter's favour. 

1 Orla. My Lord, the firſt time that I ever ſaw him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter ; 

But, my good Lord, this boy is foreſt- born, 

hear And hath been tutor d in the rudiments - 
your Of many deſperate ſtudies by his uncle, 
> Whom he reports to be a great magician, 


Ee 


ceunt. I 


SCENE 


| Obſcured in the circle of this foreſt, - 
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SCENE. VI. Enter Clown and Andrey,” ” 
Jag. There is ſure another flood toward, and theſe 
couples are coming to the ark. Here come 4 pair of un- 
clean & beafts, which in all tongues are call'd _ 115 
Ch. Salutation-apd greeting ta you all! | 
Jag. Good my Lord, bid him welcome. This. i ther 
motley-minded gentleman that I have ſo often met in the 
foreſt : he hath. been a coutties he ſwears, 
Cle. if any man doubt that, let him put wa pai" 
gation ; I have trod a meaſure, I have flatter d a lady, 1 
have beet politick with my friewd, ſmooth with mine ene - 
my, I have undone three taylors, I Rave aa four «+2 
and like to have fought one. 
. Jag. And bow was that ta'en up ? 
Ch, Faith, we met, and found the quarrel UE 
ſeventh cauſe. 
= How the ſeventh cauſe ? good wy lo, lke this 


2 Sen. L like kind very wall. "4 
Ch; God'ild you, Sir, 1 defirs of you the like r I 
preſs in here, Sir, among the teſt of the country.copuly- 
tiyes, to — and to forſwear, according as marriage 
binds, and blood breaks: a poor virgin, Sir, 4 — 
thing, Sir, but mine own ; a poor humour of ee 
take that that no man elſe ill. Rich honeſty dwells like a 
miſer, Sir, in a poor houſe, as your pearl in — oyſter. 
Duke Sen. By my faith, he is very ſwift and ſententious. 
Ch, According to the fool's bolt, Sir, and ſuch loan) 
—— 
Jag. But 15 the Grab cable; hom did you fund the! 
on the ſeyenth cauſe ? + 
C/o, Upon à lie feveh mes removed ; (begr your bady 
more ſeeming, Audrey) as thus, Sir; I did diſhke the cut of | 
a certain eourtier's bratd; he ſent me word, if I ſaid his 
beard was not cut well, he was io the wind-iv ung bis 
is call'd the retort court eon. If I ſent him word again it 
was not well cut, he would ſend me word he cut it to 


Noah was order'd to She into the ark the clean beaſts by ſo veng, cf 
* the anclean by pairs 

Meaning _ as 2s what in mp. to make folks ſentenuo s. 
17 pleaſs 
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r %%% TT. v«@ Aa 


| 


| 


As You Lite it. 71 
pleaſe himſelf, - This is call'd the quip modeſt.” If again, 
it was not well cut, he diſabled my judgment : this is 
call'd the. churliſh, If again, it was not well cut, 
he would anſwer, I ſpake not true: this is call'd the re- 
valiant. If again, it was not well cut, be would 
„I head: this is call'd the counterchec quarrelſothe ; 
and. f the lie circumſtantial, and the lie direct. | 
Jag. And how oft did you ey his beard was not well cut? 
Clo. I durſt go no further than the lie circumſtantial 3 
nor he dur not give me the he direct, and ſo we mea” 
ſar'd ſwords, and parted. - 
Jag. Can you nominate | in order now the degrees of 


Co. O Sir, we quarrel in . by the book 3 as 500 
have books for good manners. I will name you the degrees, 
The firſt, the retort courteous ; the ſecond, the quip mo- 
deſt ; the third, the reply churliſn ; the fourth, the re- 
proof valiant; the fifth, the countercheck quarrelſome; 
the ſixth, the lie with circumſtance z the ſeventh, the 
lie direct. All theſe you may avoid, but the he direct; 
and you may avoid that too, with an if. I knew when 
ſeven Juſtices could not take up a quarrel, but when the 
parties were met themſelves, one of them thought but of 
an F; as, if you ſaid fo, then I ſaid ſo; and they ſhook 
hands, and ſwore brothers. Your If is the only peace 
maker; much virtue in F. 

Jag. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord? he's good at 
any thing, and yet a fool, * 

Duke Sen, He uſes his folly like a ſtalking-horſe, and 
under the preſentation of that he ſhoots his wit. 

SCENE VII. 
Enter Hymen, Roſalind in evoman's cloaths,. and Celia, 
Still Mufick.. 
Hym, Then is there mirth-in beaven, 
When earthly things made even | 
one together, . pins 
Good Dube, receive t 2; * 
from beaven > | . 
: Yea, brought ber birder, 4 5 
w ® 4 at 
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That thou might'ft join ber band with bis, 

Whoſe beart <vithin bis boſom is. 
Roſ. To you I give my ſelf ; for I am yours, 


To the Duke, 
To you I give myſelf ; for I am yours, 


Ts Orlando. 
Duke Sen, If there be truth in fight, you are my daughter, 
Orla, If there be truth in ſight, you are my * | 
Phe. If fight and ſhape be true, 
Way then, my love adieu 
- Ref. I'll have no father, if you be not he; 
I'll have no huſband, if you be not he; 
Nor ne er wed woman, if you be not the. 
Hym, Peace, hoa! I bar confuſion : 
*Tis I muſt make conclufion 
Of theſe moſt ſtrange events: 
Here's eight that muſt take hands, 
To join in Hymen's bands, 9 
If truth holds true contents. 1 
Vou and you no croſs ſhall part; 1 
Vou and you are heart in heart; 
Vou to his love muſt accord, . \ 
Or have a woman to your lord, 
You and you are ſure together, 
As the winter to foul weather: 


CO 8 ; May * 
7 P 4 Wee 1" r Fe * 
8 , P tt las” 1 
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Whiles a wedlock-hymn we fing, i 
Feed your ſelves with queſtioning : 4 
That reaſon wonder may diminiſh, 4 
ow thus we met, and theſe things finiſh, = 
SONG. = 
3 s crown, = 
2 9105 F board and bed ! : 
TR Tis Hymen — every town, 9 
High wedloct then be honoured : 4 
Honour, high benour and renown m7" 1 1 


To Hymen, Ged of every town ! 
Duke Sen. O my dear neice, welcome thou art to me; 
Even daughter, welcome in no leſs degree. 
Phe, Iwill not eat my word, now thou art mine, 


faith * to thee doth combine. | 
. ö TIT. 


"AVE 


PE. 
Es IT. 


þ Where meeting with an old religious man, 


Mien of great worth reſorted to this foreſt, 


7 That, were with him exil'd. This to be true, 
8 f 
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SCENE VIII. Ester Jaques de Boys. 
Jag. de B. Let me have audience for a word or two: 
I am the ſecond ſon of old Sir Rowland, 


That bring theſe tidings to this fair aſſembly, 


Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 


Adirefs'd a mighty power which were on foot 
In his own conduct purpoſely to take 

His brother here, and put him to the ſword: 
And to the ſkirts of this wild wood he came, 


After ſome queſtion with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the world; 
His crown bequeathing to his baniſh'd brother, 
And all their lands reſtor d to them again 


I do engage my life, 

Duke Sen, Welcome, young man: 
Thou offer*ſ fairly to thy brothers wedding; 
To one, his lands with- held; and to the other, 
A land it ſelf at large, a potent Dukedom. 
Firſt, in this foreſt, let us do thoſe ends 
That here were well begun, and well begot: 
And after, every of this happy number | 
That have endur'd ſhrewd days and nights with us 
Shall ſhare the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the meaſure of their ſtates. 
Mean time, forget this new-fall'n dignity, 
And fall into our ruſtick revelry + 
Play, muſick; and you brides and bridegrooms all, 
5. meaſure heap'd in joy, to th' meaſures fall. 

ag. Sir, by your patience : if I heard ti 

The Duke bath put 4 a religious life, . 


And thrown into neglect the pompous court. 


Jag. de B. He hath. 

Jag. To him will I : out of theſe convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn d. | 
You to your former honour I bequeath, [ To the Duke, 
Your patience and your virtue well deſerve it: 


You to a love that your true faith doth merit; ¶ To Orla. 
Vor. III. G Yos 
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me heeded. 


As You Like it. 
» Oli. 
You to a long, and well-deſerved. bed; To Syl. 
And you to wrangling z for thy loving voynge [To he Clown, on 
Is but for two months viftual'd : ſo to your pleaſures ; © NF 
Jam for other than ſor dancing meafures. 

Duke Sen, Stay, Jaques, ſtay. 

Jag. To fee no paſtime, I: what you would hive: 
T'll ſtay to know at your abandon'd.cave. [Exit 

Duke Sen. Proceed, proceed; we will begin theſe ey 
As we do truſt they' ' end, in true delights, | 

Rof. It is "not the faſhion to ſee the lady the epilogue 3 
but it is no more unhandſome than to ſee the lord the 
prologue. If it be true that geod wine needs no buſh, tis 
true that a good play needs no epilogue, Yet to good 
wine they do uſe good buſhes ; and good plays prove the 
better by the help of good epilogues. What a cafe am 1 in 
then, that am neither a good epilogue, nor can inſinuate 
with you in the behalf of a good play! I am not furniſh'd 
like a beggar ; therefore to beg will not become me. = 
way is to conjure you, and I'll begin with the women. 
charge you, O women, for the love you bear to men, to 
like as much of this play as pleaſes them: and I charge 
you, O men, for the love you bear to women, (as I perceive 
by your fimpering none of you hate them) to like as much 
as pleaſes them, that between you and the women the 
play may pleaſe, If I were a woman, ® I would kiſs as 
many of you as had, beatds that pleas'd me, complexions 
that lik d me, and breaths that I defy'd not: and I am 
ſure, as many as have good beards, ot good faces, or ſweet 
breaths, will for my kind offer, when I make curt*fie, bid 

P [ Extunt omnes, 


Note, that in this Anthor's time ths parts of women were al - 
ways perfurm'd by meu or boys. 


| appt eee 


1 
* 
* 1 S 
3 . 2 


THE 


Ir. A 1 1. N G6 


O-F- THE 


S H R E 1. 


— 
* 2 
„ * 


$$03$35$þ5334453$44 40036092000 


DRrRAMATIS PERSON. 


before aobom the Play is ſuppes d to be play d. 


CurIsSTOPHER SLY, a drunken Tinker, 


P e Huntſmen, and other Servants attendi | 
ape, unt ſmen ervants on F 
the Lord," | ; a 


The Perſons of the Play it ſelf are, 


BarT1STA, Father to Catharina and Bianca, 
ViNxceNnTlo, an old Gent 


very rich, 


LvuctNnT10, Son to Vincentio, in ve with Bianca, 
Px rx e,, 4 Gentleman if Verona, a ſuitor ts Catharina. 


etenders to Bianc 
—— WY < fo e. 


© Servant to Lucentio. 
Grum1o, Servant to Petruchio. 
PEDANT, an old fellow ſet up to perſonate Vincentio, 


CAaTHARINA, the Sbrew, 
Branca, ber Sifter, 


BroNyELLoO, 


Tayler, Haberdaſbers, with Servants attending en Baptiſta 
ard Petruchio. _ 


SCENE, mer ud, and ſometimes in Petruchio's ? 


/ Houſe in the Country, 
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INDUCTION. 


 $CENE I. au Hoſteſs and Sly. 
Sy. *LL pheese you, in fhith. 
Hoſt. A pair of ftocks, _— 
= Sly, Y*are a baggage ; the Slies are no rogues, 
Look in the Chronica, we came in with 
Richard Conqueror 3 therefore & pancm pallabris, 
let the world ſlide : Seſſa. | 
Hof. You will not pay for the glaſſes you have burſt ? - 


L Sly, No, not a deniere: Þ go by, Jeronyms, — go to 


thy cold ded and warm thee, 
Hot. I know my remedy ; I muſt go fetch the Third- 
borough, | [ Exit, 
Ty. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll anſwer him 
y law; I'll not budge an inch, boy; let him come, and 
nay 


b 
* Kindly, * [ Falls aſleep. 


: SCENE II. 
Mind bor. Enter a Lord from hunting, wvith a train, 
2 Lord. Huntſman, I charge thee tender well my hounds 3 
Leech Merriman, the poor cur is imboſt; 
* He means to ſay, pen, palabras, 
+ Ge by, Feronyms. was a kind of by-word in the Author's as 
avpears by its being} uſed in the fame manner by Ben, Fobnjon, + 
Beaumont and Flet.ber, and other Writers near that time. It aroſe 
Tae a paſſage in an ed Piay call'd Hemm of The yanib 


AMA And 
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Amd couple Clowder with the deep- mouth'd Brach. 
Saw'ſt thou not, boy, how Silver made it good 
At the hedge- corner in the coldeſt fault ? 
I would not loſe the dog for twenty pound. 

Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my lord; 
He cried upon it at the meereſt loſs, 
And twice to-day pick d out the dulleſt ſcent : 
Truſt me, I take him for the better dog. 

Lord. Thow wit a fool; if Efeho were as fleet, 
I. would efteem him worth a dozen ſuch, 
But ſup them well, and look unto them all, 
To-morrow I intend to hunt again. 

Hun. Iwill, my Lord. 

Lord. What” s here? one dead, or drunk ? ſee, 46th he 

breathe ? 

2 Hun, He breathes; my Lord. Were he not warm'd 
This were a bed but cold, to ſleep fo ſoundly, [with ale, 
Lord. O monſtrous beaſt | how like a ſwine he lyes! 
Grim death, how - foul and loathſome is thine i mags 1 

Sirs, I will practiſe on this drunken man. 
What think you if he were convey'd to bed, | 
Wrapt in ſweet cloaths ; rings put upon his fingers3 
A moſt delicious banquet by his 
And brave attendants near him when he wakes ; 
Would not the beggar then forget himſelf ? 
1 Hun, Believe me, Lord, I think he cannot chuſe, 
2 Hun. It would ſeem ſtrange unto him when he wak'd, 
Lord. Even as a flatt*ring dream, or worthleſs fancy, 
Then take him up, and manage well the jeſt 1 - 
Carry him gently to my faireſt chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton pictures; 
Balm his foul head with warm diftilled waters, 
And burn ſweet wood to make the lodging ſweet, 
Procure me muſick ready when he wakes, 
To make a dulcet and a heav'aly ſound ; 
And if he chance to ſpeak, be ready fraight, 
And with a low ſubmiſſive reverence, 
Say, what is it your honour will command ? 
Let one attend him with a filyer baſon 
Fa ot :oſe-water, and beſtrew'd with flowers. dap. 
Another 
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Another bear the ewer; a third a diaper, 
And ſay, will't pleaſe your lordſhip cool your hands ? 
Some one be ready with a coſtly ſuit, 
And aſk him what apparel he will wear; 
Another tell him of his hounds and horſes, 
And that his Lady mourns at his diſeaſe ; 
Perſwade him that he hath been lunatick. 
And when he ſays he's poor, ſay that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty lord: 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle Sirs : 
It will be paſtime paſſing excellent, 
If it be huſbanded with modeſty, . 
1 Hun, My Lord, I warrant you we'll play our part, 
As he ſhall thiflk, by our true diligence, "74d 
He is no leſs than what we fay. he is, ' 
Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him; 

And each one to his office when he wakes. [ Sound Trumpets, 
Sirrah, go ſee what trumpet tis that ſounds, 25 
g | [Sly is carried off, 
Belike ſome noble gentleman that means, | 

Travelling ſome journey, tq repoſe him here. 
SCENE III. Enter Servant. 
How now ? who is it? fi | 
Serv, Pleaſe your honour, Players 
That offer ſervice to your lordſhip, 
Lord, Well. 
Bid them come near : | 
Enter Players, 
Now, fellows, you are welcome, 
Play. We' thank your honour, | 
Lord. Do you intend to ſtay with me to-night ? 
2-Play. So pleaſe your lordſhip to accept our duty. 
Lord., With all my heart. This fellow I remember, 
Since once he play'd a farmer's eldeſt ſon ; 
"Twas where you woo'd the gentlewoman ſo well: 
I have forgot your name; but ſure that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform d. 
Play. I think *twas Soto that your honour means. 
Lord. *Tis very true; thou didſt it excellent: 
Well, you are come to me in happy time, = 


80 The Taming of the Shrew, 
The rather for I have ſome ſpott in hand, 
Wherein your cunning can aſſiſt me much. 
There is a lord will hear you play to- night x 
But I am doubtful of your modeſties, 
Left over-eying of his odd behaviour, 
(For yet his honaur never heard a play,) 
You break into ſome merry paſſion, | ' 
And ſo offend him: for I tell you, Sirs, | ; 
If you ſhould ſmile, he grows impatient. 
Play. Fear not, my lord; we can contain cur ſelves, "1 
Were he the verieſt antick in the world. * 
2 Play. [ To the other, | Go get a diſhelout to make clean 


your 
And I'll ſpeak for the properties. —— lord, [ Exit . 
We muſt have a ſhoulder of mutton, and 
Some vinegar to make our de vil roar, 
Lord. Go, ſirtah, talce them to the buttery, 
Let them want nothing that the houſe affords. 


[ Exit one with the bier. 

Sirrah, go you to Barthbolomezo my page, 1 
And ſee him dreſt in all ſuits like a lady: 
That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber, 
And call him Madam, do him all obeifance. on 
Tell him from me, (as be will win my love) 
He bear himſelf with honourable action, 
Such as he hath obſerv'd in noble ladies, 
Unto their lords by them accompliſhed ; 
Such duty to the drunkard let him do, 
With ſoft low tongue, and lowly courteſie; 
And ſay ; what is't your honour will command, 
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife, 

May ſhew her duty, and make known her love? 
And then with kind embracements, tempting kiſſes, - 
And with declining head into his boſom, 
Bid him ſhed tears, as being overjoy'd 
To ſee her noble lord reſtor d to health, 
Who for twice ſeven years bath eſteem'd himſelf 
No better than a poor and loathſome beggar 1 
And if the boy have not a woman's git . 
Tanin a ſhower of commanded den ot 5 PA 
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An onion will do well for ſuch a ſhift, WE 
Which in a napkin beirly cloſe convey d, 

Shall in deſpight enforce a wat*ry eye. 

See this diſpatch'd with all the haſte thou canſt, | 
Anon I'll give thee more inſtructions. [ Exit Servant, 
] know the boy will well uſurp the grace, 

Voice, gate, and action of a gentlewoman. 


Þ I long to hear him call the drankard butbind, 
And how my men will ſtay themſelves from laughter, 


When they do homage to this ſimple peaſant; 
T'll in to counſel them: haply my preſence 
May well abate the over-merry ſpleen, 
Which otherwiſe would go into extreams. Exit Lord, 
SCENE IV. A Bed-chamber in the s Houſe, 
Enter Sly with attendants, ſome <vith apparel, baſon and 
ezver, and other appurtenances, Re-enter Lord. ] 
Sly. For God's ſake a pot of ſmall ale. 
1 Serv. Will't pleaſe your lordſhip drink a cup of ſack ? - 
2 Serv, Will't pleaſe your honour taſte of theſe conſerves ? 
Serv, What raiment will your honour wear to-day ? 
| Sly. I am Cbriftopbers Sly, call not me honour, norlord- 
ſhip: I ne'er drank ſack in my life: and if you give me 
any conſerves, give me conſerves of beef: ne er ask me 
what raiment I'll wear, for I have no more doublets than 
backs, no more ſtockings than legs, nor no more ſhoes than 
feet, nay ſometimes more feet than ſhoes, or ſuch ſhoes as 
my toes Jook through the overleather, 8 
Lord. Heav'n ceaſe this idle humour in your honour! 
Oh, that a mighty man of ſuch deſcent, 
Of ſuch poſſeſſions, and ſo high efteem, 
Should be infuſed with ſo foul a ſpirit ! 2 —= 
Sly. What, would you make me mad? am not I Chriſ- 
rophero Sly, old Sly's ſon of Burton-beath, by birth a pedlar, 
by education a card-maker, by tranſmutation a -bearherd, 


and now by preſent profeſſion a tinker ? ask Marian Hacket, 


the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if the know me not; if ſhe ſay 
I am not fourteen-pence on the ſcore for ſheer-ale, ſcore me 
up for the lying' ſt knave in Chriſtendom. What ?——1 am 
not beſtraught : here's —— b 
1 Man, Oh, this it en nd 4; 
2 * 
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2 Man. Oh, this it is that makes your ſervants droop. 
Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred ſhyn your we 4 
| As beaten hence by your ſtrange lunacy, 

| 18 Oh noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth, b 
Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment, q ] 
And baniſh hence theſe adiect louly dreams. , i 
* / 

. 


Look how thy ſervants do attend on thee, | 
Each in his office ready at thy beck. 
Wilt thou have muſick ? hark, Apollo plays 
And twenty caged nightiogales do ſing. fe. 0 
| Or wilt thou — ? we'll-have thee to a couch, 
Softer and ſweeter than the Iuſtful bed | 
On purpoſe trimm'd up for Semiramis. 
Say thou wils walk, we will beſtrow the grounds 
wilt thou ride ? thy horſes ſhall be trapp'd, . Wn 
heir harneſs ſtudded all with gold and pearl, F.-: 
Doſt thou love hawking ? thou haſt hawks will fr 
1 Above the morning lark. Or wilt thou bunt ? : 
Thy hounds ſhall make the welkin anſwer them, | b l 
And fetch ſhrill echoes from the hollow earth. 5 
1 Man. Say thou wilt courſe, thy greyhounds are as fiſt 
As breathed ſtags 3 ay, flreter than the roe. 1 
2 Man. Doſt thay love giſturer? wwe will etch thee fruit = 
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s painted by a running brock, 4 

And Cytberea all in ſedges hid, 7. 

bich ſeem to move, + =O "8 
v'n as the waving ſedges play with wind. == 
Lord, We'll ſhew thee Je, as ſhe was a maid, = 


And how ſhe was beguiled and ſurpris d, 
As lively painted as the deed was done. 

3 Man, Or Daphne roaming through a thorny webs; | 
Scratching her legs, that one ſhall ſwear ſhe bloods 3 
And at the Gght ſhall ſad 4pollo weep : 
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lard. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord: 
Thou haſt a lady far more beautiful 
2 D . 

'till the tears that ſhe hath ſhed for thee, = + 

1 5 envious _ o*'er-run her lovely face, 
She was the faireſt creature in the world, 
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And yet the is inferior to none. 


Sly. Am I a lord, and have I ſuch a lady? | 
Or do I dream ? or have I dream'd till wy 
I do not ſleep; I fee, J hear, I ſpeak : 0 
I ſmell ſweet ſavours, and I feel foft things : 

Upon my life, I am a lord indeed, 
And not a tinker, nor Chriflophers Sh. 
Well, bring our lady bither to our fight, 


And once again, a pot o' the ſmalleſt ale. 


2 Man, Will't pleaſe your Mightitieſsto wath your bands! > 


, Oh, how we joy to ſee your wits reſtor d 
* Oh that once mote you knew but what you are ! 


— one: 2 


I beſe fifteen years you have been in à dream, 4 
Or when you wak' d, you wak'd as if you flept. 4 


Sl, Theſe fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly nap s 
But Gig I never ſpeak of all that time ? 

1 Man, O yes, my lord, but very idle words, 
For tho' you lay here in this godly chamber, | 
Yet would you ſay, ye were beaten out of door, © 7? 
And rail'd upon by the heRefs of the houſe, 
And ſay you would preſemt her at the Leet, 
Becauſe ſhe bought ſtone- jugs, and no ſeal'd 
Sometimes you would call out for Creely Hatchet, 

Sly. Ay, the woman's maid of the houſe. 

3 Man, Why, Sir, you knowno houſe, nor no ſuch maid, 
Nor no ſuch men as you have teckon' d up, 
As Stephen Sy, 8 and old Joh Naps o th Green, 
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernell, 
And twenty more ſuch names and men as theſe, * 
Which never were, nor no man ever faw. 

Sy. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends ! 

All, Amen. 

Sly, By th' maſs I think I am a lord indeed, 
What is thy name 

Man, Simon, an't pleaſe your honour, | 

Sly, Sim that” boon {athens do Simon z put 
forth thy hand and fill the Gives him drink, 

SC BNE V. — Lady with Attendants, 
- "Sly; I thank thee, thou ſhalt not loſe by | * 
Es. How fares my noble lord 


gay 24 14 - 


She 
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Sly, Marry, I fare well, for here is cheer enou 
wn is my wife ? | * 
lf Lady, Here, noble lord, what is thy will with her? 
Sh. Are you my wife, and will not call me huſband ? - 


Sly. Alce Madam, or Joan Madam? ö 
Lord. Madam, and nothing elſe, ſo lords call ladies. 
Sly. Come, fit down on my knee. Sim, drink to her. 
Madam wife, they ſay that I have dream'd, and ſlept above 
ſome fifteen years and more, '> BB 
. Ay, and the time ſeems thirty unto me, ; 
Being all this time abandon'd from your bed. 7 8. 
Sly. Tis much. Servants, leave me and her alone: 
Madam, undreſs you, and come now to bed, Sim, drink © 
to her. q 
Lady. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you, 
To pardon me yet for a night or two: 
Or if not ſo, until the ſun be ſet ; 
For your phyſicians have expreſly charg'd, 
In peril to incur your former malady, 
That I ſhould yet abſent me from your bed; 
T hope this reaſon ſtands for my excuſe, g | 
Sly. Ay, it ſtands ſo, that I may hardly tarry ſo long; | 
but I would bo loth to fall into my dream again ; 1 will theze- | 
fore tarry in deſpight of the fleſh and the blood, 
SCENE VI. Ester a Meſſenger, 
Me. Your honour's Players, hearing your amendment, 
Are come to play a pleaſant comedy; | 
For ſo your doctors hold it very meet, 
Seeing ſo much ſadneſs hath congeal'd yourblood, 
And melancholy is the nurſe of frenzy ; 
Therefore they thought it good you hear a play, 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 
Which bars a thouſand harms, and lengthens life, 
Sly, Marry, I will ; let them play; is it not a comme- . 
aT f 


My men ſhould call me lord, I am your good man. 4 f 

i Lady. My huſband and my lord, my lord and huſband, - 

| [| I am your wife in all obedience. x A t 

1 Sly. I know it well: what muſt I call her ? " 1 
| Lord. Madam. 
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Lady. No, my good lord, it is more pleaſing ſtuff, 
Sh. What, houſhold ſtuff ? 


It is a kind of hiſtory, 
955 wal, we'll ſee t: come, Madam wife, fit by my 


fide, and let the world flip, we ſhall ne er be younger, 


ACT I. ne 4 
| PADUA. 
Flouriſh, Enter Lucentio and Tranios 
Luc, Ranio, ſince for the great deſire 1 had 
To ſee fair Padua, nurſery of arts, 
IT am arriv'd from fruitful Lombardy, 
The pleaſant garden of great Tay; 
And by my father's love and leave am arm'd 
With his good will, and thy good company, 
Moſt truſty ſervant, well approv'd in all ; 
Here let us breathe, and happily inſtitute 
A courſe of learning, and ingenious ſtudies. 
Piſa, renowned for grave citizens, 
Gave me my being, and my father firſt 
A merchant of great traffick through the world, 
Vincentis come of the Bentivolii; 
Lucentio his ſon, brought up in Florence, 
It ſhall become, to ſerve all hopes conceiv'd, 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I ſtudy, 
To virtue and chat part of philoſophy 
Will I apply, that treats of happineſs, 
By virtue ſpecially to be atchiev'd. . 
Tell me thy mind, for I have Piſa left, 
And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 
A ſhallow plaſh to plunge him in the deep, 
And with fatiety ſeeks W his thirſt. 
Vor. III. Tra. 


To ſuck the ſweets of ſweet philoſophy x 
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Ta. Me pardonato, gentle maſter mine, 
J am in all affected as your ſelf; 

Glad that you thus continue your reſolve, 


Only, good maſter, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this moral diſcipline, +3 
Let's be no Stoicks, nor no ſtocks, I pray; 7 
Or ſo devote to Ariftotle's checks, oh 
As Ovid be an outcaſt quite abjur'd, 
Talk logick with acquaintance that you have, 
And praQtiſe rhetorick in your common talk; 
Muſick and poeſie uſe to quicken you; · 
The mathematicks, and the metaphyſicks, 
Fall to them as you find your ſtomach ſerves you: 
No profit grows, where is no pleaſure ta'en : 
In brief, Sir, ſtudy what you moſt affect. | 
Luc. Gramercy, Tranio, well doſt thou adviſe ; \ 
If, Biondello, thou wert come aſhore, 
We could at once put us in readineſs, 
And take a lodging fit to entertain 
Such friends, as time in Padua ſhall beget. 
But ſtay a while, what company is this? 
Tra, Maſter, ſome ſhow to welcome us to town; 
SCENE Il. 
Enter Baptiſta 4vith Catharina and Bianca, Gremio and 
Hortenſio. Lucentio and Tranio ſtand by. 
Bap. Gentlemen both, importune me no farther, 
For how I firmly am refolv'd you know]; 
That is, not to beſtow my youngeſt daughter, 
Before I have a huſband for the elder : 
If either of you both love Catharina, 
Becauſe I know you well, and love you well, 
Leave ſhall you have to court her at your pleaſure, 
Gre, To cart her rather. She's too rough for me, 
There, there, Hortenſio, will you any wife ? 
Cath, I pray you, Sir, is it your will and pleaſure 
To make a ſtale of me amongſt theſe mates? | 
Hor. Mates, maid, how mean you that? no mates for 
Unleſs you were of gentler milder mould, [you ; 
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I wis, it is not half way to her heart : 

ZNUut if it were, doubt not, her care ſhall be 

To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd ſtool, 

And paint your face, and uſe you like a fool. 

Hor. From all ſuch devils, good Lord, deliver me, 

Gre, And me too, O good Lord. 
A Tra. Huſh, maſter, here is ſome good paſtime 
84 toward, 

That wench is ſtark mid, or wonderful froward 

| Luc, But in the other's filence I do ſee 

7 Maids mild behaviour and ſobriety. Aſide, 

Peace, Tranio. 

bx Tra, Why, well ſaid, maſter z mum, and gaze 

your fill. 
Bap. Come, Gentlemen, that I may ſoon make good 

What I have ſaid, Branca, get you in, 

And let it not diſpleaſe thee, good Branca, 

For I will love thee ne'er the leſs, my girl: 

' Cath, A pretty Pet, it is beſt put finger in the eye, an 

ſhe knew why. 

Bian, Siſter, content you in my diſcontent. 

Sir, to your pleaſure humbly I ſubſcribe : 

My books and inſtruments ſhall be my company, 

On them to look, and practiſe by my ſelf, 

Luc. Hark, Tranio, thou may ſt hear Minerva 22 
Aſide, 


Hor, Signior Baptiſia, will you be ſo ſtrange ? 
Sorry am I that our goodewill Sets | 
Bianca's grief, 
Gre, Why will you mew her up, 
Signior Baptiſta, for this fiend of hell, 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue? 
Bap. Content ye, Gentlemen; I am reſolv'd : 
Go in, Bianca. [ Exit Bianca, 
And for I know the taketh moſt delight 
In mufick, inftruments, and poetry, 
School-maſters will I keep within my houſe, 
Fit to inſtru her youth. If you, Hortenſio, 
Or, Signior Gremio, you, know any ſuch, 
Prefer them hither : for to cunning men , 
H 2 
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J will be very kind, and liberal 

To mine own children in good bringing up; 

And ſo farewel. Catharina, you may ſtay, 

For I have more to commune with Bianca. [Exit. 
Cath,, Why, 1 truſt I may go too, may I not ? what, 


ſhall I be appointed hours, as tho, belike, I knew not what 


to take, and what to leave? ha! 
SCENE III. 
Gre. You may go to the devil's dam: your gifts are fo 
good, here is none will hold you. Our love is not ſo great, 


[ Exit, 


Hortenſio, but we may blow our nails together, and faſt it 


fairly out. Our cake's dow on both ſides. Farewel; yet 
for the love I bear my ſweet Bianca, if I can by any 
means light on a fit man to teach her that wherein ſhe de- 
lights, I will wiſh him ta her father. 

Hor, So will I, Signior Gremio: but a word, I pray; 
tho? the nature of our quarrel never yet brook'd parle, know 
now upon advice, it toucheth us both, that we may yet a- 

in have acceſs to our fair miſtreſs and be happy rivals m 
Bianca's love, to labour and effect one thing ſpecially. 

Gre. What's that, I pray? | 

Hor, Marry, Sir, to get a huſband for her ſiſter. 

Gre, A huſband! a devil. | 

Hor. I ſay, a huſband, : 

Gre. I ſay, a devil. Think'ft thou, Hortenſio, tho? her 
father be very rich, any man is ſo very a fool to be married 
to hell ? 

Hor. Tuſh, Gremio; tho” it paſs your patience and mine 
to endure her loud alarms, why, man, there be good fellows 
in the world, an a man could light on them, would take 
her with all her faults; and mony enough. 

Gre, I cannot tell; but I had as lief take her dowry with 
this condition, to be whipp'd at the high-croſs every morn- 


bog, - 2 

Her, Faith, as you ſay, there's ſmall choice in rotten 
apples: come, ſince this bar in law makes us friends, it 
ſhall be ſo far forth friendly maintain'd, till by helping 
Bapti}ta's eldeſt daughter to a huſband we ſet his youngeſt 
free for a huſband, and then have to't — any; 
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Bianca ! happy man be his dole ! he that runs faſteſt gets 
the ring; how ſay you, Signior Gremio ? | 
Gre, lam agreed, and would I had given him the beſt horſe 
in Padua to begin the wooing that would throughly woo her, 
wed her, and bed her, and rid the houſe of her. Come on. 
[Excunt Gre. and Hor. Manent Tra, and Lucen. 
SCENE IV, 
Tra. I pray, Sir, tell me, is it _ 
That love ſhould on a ſudden take ſuch hold? 
Luc, Oh Trantio, till I found it to be true, 
I never thought it poſſible or likely. 
But ſee, while idly I ſtood looking on, 
I found th' effect of love in idleneſs: 
And now in plainneſs do confeſs to thee, 
That art to me as ſecret and as dear 
As Anna to the Queen of Cartbage was, 
Tranio, 1 burn, I pine, I periſh, Tranio, 
If I atchieve not this young modeſt girl: 
Counſel me, Tranio, for I know thou canſt; 
Aſſiſt me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 
Tra. Maſter, it is no time to chide you now 
Affection is not rated from the heart. 
If love hath touch'd you, nought remains but ſo, 
Redime te captum uam queas minimo. 
Luc. Gramercy, lad; go forward, this contents, 
The reſt will comfort, for thy counſel's ſound. 
Tra, Maſter, you look'd ſo longly on the maid, 
Perhaps you mark d not what's the pith of all, 
Luc, O yes, I faw ſweet beauty in her face, 
Such as the daughter of Apenor had, 
That made great Je to humble him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kifs'd the Cretan ſtrand, 
Tra. Saw you no more? mark d you not how her filter 
Began to ſc#1d, and raiſe up ſuch a ſtorm, 
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ? 
Luc. Tranio, I ſaw her coral lips to move, 
And with her breath ſhe did perfume the air 
Sacred and ſweet was all I faw in her. 
Tra, Nay, then tis time to ſtir him from his trance : 


1 pray, awake, Sir ; if * cy the maid, ER 
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Bend thoughts and wit t“ atchieve her. Thus it ſtands: (/ 

Her eldeſt ſiſter is ſo curſt and ſhrewd, I 

'That ' till the father rids his hands of her, B 

Maſter, your love muſt live a maid at home, 

And therefore has he cloſely mew'd her up, 7 

Becauſe ſhe ſhall not be annoy'd with ſuitors, = \ 
Luc. Ah, Trans, what a cruel father's he! L 

But art thou not advis'd, he took ſome care 11 

To get her cunning ſchool-maſters to inſtru her ? fo 
Tra. Ay marry am I, Sir, and now tis plotted, . 


Luc. I have it, Tranio. on * ( 
Tra. Maſter, for my hand, | 


Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 


Luc. Tell me thipe firſt. 
Tra. You will be ſchool-maſter, 
And undertake the tcaching of the maid : q 
That's your device, . 1 
Luc. It is: may it be done? ; 
Tra, Not poſſible: for who ſhall bear your part, 
And be in Padua here Vincentio's ſon, 
Keep houſe, and ply his book, welcome his friends, 


Viſit his countrymen, and banquet them ? 2 
Luc, Baſta, content thee, for I have it full, . 
We have not yet been ſeen in any houſe, 1 


Nor can we be diſtinguiſh*d by our faces, 
For man or maſter : then it follows thus, 4 
Thou ſhalt be maſter, Tranio, in my ſtead; Y 
Keep houſe, and port, and ſervants, as I ſhould, 1 
I will ſome other be, ſome Florentine, 
Some Neapolitan, or meaner man 
Of P:ſa, It is hatch'd, and ſhall be fo : 
Tranio, at once uncaſe thee : and here take 
My hat and cloak, When Biondello comes, 
He waits on thee, but I will charm him firſt 
To keep his tongue. 

Tra. And ſo, Sir, had you need. 
In brief, good Sir, fith it your pleaſure is, 
And I am tied to be obedient, 
For ſo your father charg'd me at our parting 3 
Be ſerviceable to my ſon, quoth he, 

(Aue; 


82 


4 Or you ftol'n his, or both? pray, what's the neus? 


The Taming of the Shrew. 9%, 
(Altho? I think "twas in another ſenſe) | 


I am content to be Lucentro, 

Becauſe ſo well I love Lucentio. 
Luc, Tranio, be ſo, becauſe Lucentio loves; 

And let me be a ſlave t atchieve that maid, 

Whoſe ſudden fight hath thrall'd my wounded eye. 

Enter Biondello. 

Here comes the rogue. Sirrah, where have you been? 
Bion. Where have I been ? nay, how now, where are you ? 

Maſter, has Tranio flolen your cloaths, 


Luc, Sirrah, come hither : tis no time to jet, 
And therefore frame your manners to the time. 
Your fellow Tranio here, to ſave my life, 

Puts my apparel and my count nance on, 
And I for my eſcape have put on his : 

For in a quarrel, fince I came aſhore, 
* a man, and fear I — — 

alt you on him, Ic „ as 7 
While 1 make way —_ to ſave my lifes 
You underſtand me ? 

Bion. Ay, Sir, ne'er a whit. 

Luc. And not a jot of Tranis in your mouth, 
Tranio is chang'd into Lucentio, 

Bion. The better for him, would I were fo too. 

Tra, So would I, *faith, boy, to have the next wiſh 
after, that Lucentio indeed had Bapriſia's youngeſt daughter, 
But, firrah, not for my ſake, but your maſter's, I adviſe 
you uſe your manners diſcreetly in all kind of companies : 
when I am alone, why then I am Trans z but in all 
places elſe, your maſter Lucentio. 

Luc, Tranio, let's go: one thing more reſts, that thy 
ſelf execute, to make one among theſe wooers ; if thou aſk 
me, why ? ſufficeth my reaſons are both good and weighty, 

[ Exeunt. 
SCENE V. Bere Hortenſio': Houſe in Padua, 
Enter Petruchio, and Grumio, 
Pet, Verona, for a while 1 take my leave, 
To ſee my friends in Padua ; but of all 
My beſt beloved and approved friend, * 
ore 
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Hortenfio 3 and I trow this is the houſe ; 
Here, ſitrah, Grumio, knock I fay.* 
Enter Hortenſio. + 
Hor. Alla noftra caſa ben wenutd, multo bonorato Signior 
mio Petruchio, | 
And tell me now, ſweet friend, what happy gale 
Blows you to Padua here from old Verona? 


CD knock I ſay. 
"Gru: Knock, Sir? whom ſhould 1 knock ? is there any man has re · 
bus'd your worſhip? _ | 
Pet, Villain, I fay, knock me here ſoundly. 
Gru, Knock you here, Sir ? why, Sir, what am I, Sir, 
That I ſhohld knock you here, Sir? 
Pet. Villain, 4 ſay knock me at this gate, 
And rap me well, or PÞll knock your knave's pate. 
Gru. My matter is grown quarrelſome : 
1 ſhould knock you firit, 
And then I know after, who comes by the worſt, 
Pet. Will it not be? 
Faith, firrah, an you'll not knock, T'll ring it, a 
Vl! try how you can bel, hs and it, | He wrings him by the early 


Cru. Help. miftreis, help, my matter is mad. 
Pet. Now knock when 1 bid you; firrah, villain, 
Enter, &. | 


Ff 
ow now, What's matter my e 
good friend Petruchio ! how do you all at Ferona ? 9 
Pet. Signior Hertenſio, come you to part the fray ? | 
Con tutti le core bene irovato may I Tay. 
Hor Ala, &. 


+ ----- mio Petruchio, ' 
Riſe, Grumio, we will compound this quarrel. ; 

Cru. Nay, *tis no matter, what he leges in latin. If this be not a 
lawſul cauſe for me to leave his ſervice, look you, Sir: he bid me 
knock him, and rap him ſoundly, Sir, Well, was it fit fqr a ſervang 
to uſe his matter bo being perhaps, for ought 1 ſee, two and thirty, 
a pip out * 
Whom would to God 1 had well knock'd at firſt, 

Then had not Grumio come by the worſt. 

Pet. A ſenſeleſs villain | Good Hertenfio, 
I bid the raſcal knock upon your gate, 
And could not get him for my h:art to do it. 
Cru. Knock at the gate? O heav'ns! ipake yon not the'e words 
plain ? knock me here, rap me here, knock me well, and kao.k ne 
loundly ? and come you now with knocking at the gate ? 

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I adviſe you, 

Hor. Petruchio, gatience, I am Grumio's pledge: 
Why, this is a heavy chance twixt him and you, 
Your ancient, truſty, pleaſant iervant Grumio :; 

kk} me now, GC. 
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Pet. Such wind as ſeatters young men through the world, 
To ſeek their fortunes farther than at home, | 
Where ſmall experience grows; but in a few, 
Signior Hortenſio, thus it ſtands with me, 
Antonio my father is deceas'd, 
And I have thruſt my ſelf into this maze, 
Happ'ly to wive and thrive; as beſt I may: 
Crowns in my purſe I have; and goods at home, 
And ſo am come abroad to ſee the world. 
Her. Petruchio, ſhall I then come roundly to thee, 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrewd.ill-favour'd wife? 
Thou'lt thank me but a little for my counſel, 
And yet I'll promiſe thee ſhe ſhall be rich, 
And very rich: but thou'tt too much my friend, 
And I'll not wiſh thee to her. 
Pet. Signior Hortenſio, "twixt ſuch friends as us 
Few words ſuffice ; and therefore if know 
One rich enough to be Petrachio's wife; 
(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance) 
Be ſhe as foul as was * Florentin love, 
As old as Sybil, and as curſt and ſhrewd 
As Socrates' Xantippe, or 'a worle, 
She moves me not, or not removes, at leaſt, 
Affection's edge in me, Were ſhe as rough 
As are the ſwelling Adriatick ſeas, 
I come to wive it wealthily in Padua: 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 


mind is: why, give him gold enough, and marry him to 
a puppet, or an aglet-baby, or an old trot with ne'er a 
tooth in her head, tho* ſhe have as many diſeaſes as two 
on—_ horſes z why, nothing comes amiſs, ſo mony comes 
withal. * 

Hor, Petruchid, fince we are ſtept thus far in, 
I will continue that I broach'd in jeſt. 
I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and young and beautecus, 
Brought up as beſt becomes a gentle woman. 


® This probably alludes to ſome in an alian novel, and 
ſhould be written Florentjo's love, 2 Her 
/ 
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Her only fault, and that is fault enough, 

Is, that ſhe is intolerably curſt, 

And ſhrewd, and froward, ſo beyond Aue; 
That were my ſtate far worſer than it is, 

I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Pet, Hortenſio, peace 3 thou know ſt not gold's effect ; 
Tell me her father's name, and tis enough: 

For I will board her, tho* ſhe chide as loud 

As thunder when the clouds in autumn crack. 

Her. Her father is Baptiſta Minola, 

An affable and courteous gentleman 3 

Her name is Catharina Minola, 

Renown d in Padua for her ſcolding 

Pet. I know her father, tho I know not her, 

And he knew my deceaſed father well; 

I will not ſleep, Hortenſio, till I ſee 2 

And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 

To give you over at this firſt encounter, 

Unleſs you will accompany me thither. 

Gru, I pray you, Sir, let him go while the humour 
laſts. O'my word, an the knew him 2s well as do, ſhe 
would think ſcolding would do little good upon him. She 
may perhaps call him half a ſcore knaves, or ſo: why, 
wh nothing; an he begin once, he'll rail in his rhe- 
torick : I'll tell you what, Sir, an ſhe ſtand him but a 
little, he will throw a figure in her face, and fo disfigure 
her with it, that ſhe ſhall have no more eyes to ſee withal 
than a cat: you know him not, Sir. 

Hor, Tarry, Petruchio, I muſt go with thee, 
For in Baptiſia's houſe my treaſure is: 

He hath the jewel of my life in hold, 

His youngeſt daughter, beautiful Bianca, 

And her Yer with-holds he from me, and other more 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love: 
Suppoſing it a thing impoſſible, / 

From thoſe defects I have before rehears d, 
That ever Catharina will be Wood; 

Therefore this order hath Baptiſta ta en, 

That none ſhall have acceſs unto Bianca, 

Tul Catbarine the curſt have got a huſband, 
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Gru. Catharine the curſt 

A title for a maid of all titles the worſt. 
Hor. Now ſhall my friend Petruchio do me grace, 

And offer me diſguis'd in ſober robes 

To old Baptiſta as a ſchool-maſter | 

Well ſeen in muſick, to inſtruct Bianca; 


That ſo I may, by this device, at leaſt 
3 _—_ leave and leiſure to make love to her, 


nn court her by her ſelf. 
SCENE VI. 
Enter Gremio and Lucentio di ſguis d. 
Cru. Here's no knavery ! ſee, to beguile the old folks, 


bo the young folks lay their heads together, Maſter, 
look about you: who goes there ? ha. 


Hor. Peace, Grumio, *tis the rival of my love, 
Petruchio, ſtand by a while. 

Gru. A proper ſtripling, and an amorous, 

Gre, O, very well; I have perus d the note: 
Hark you, I'Il have chem very fairly bound, 
All books of love, ſee that, at any hand; 


And ſee you read no other lectures to ber: 


You underſtand me. Over and beſide 
Signior Bapeiſta's liberality, 
I'll mend it with a largeſs. Take your papers 
Aud let me have them very well perfum'd, 
For ſhe is ſweeter than perfume it ſelf 
To whom they go : what will you read to her ? 
Luc, Whate'er I read to her, I'Il plead for you 
As for my patron, ſtand you fo aſſured ; 
As firmly as your ſelf were till in lace, 
Yea, and perhaps with more ſucceſsful words 
Than you, unleſs you were a ſcholar, Sir. 
Gre, Oh this learning, what a thing it is ! 
Gru, Qh this woodcock, what an afs it is ! 
Pet. Peace, Sirrah, 
Hor. Grumio, mum! God ſave Signior Grem:s. 
Gre. And you are well met, 2 nor Horten io. Troy 
you whither I am going? to Baptiſta Minola ; I promis d 
to enquire carefully about a ſchool-maſter for the fair Bianca, 


0% by good farwas L have biet wel on this young man 
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for learning and behaviour fit' for her turn, well read in 
„ and other books, good ones, I warrant ye. 
Hor, Tis well; and I have evet a gentleman 
—_ 
A fine muſician to inſtruct our miſtreſs ; 
So ſhall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, ſo beloy'd of me. 
Gre, Belov'd of me, and that my deeds ſhall prove. 
Gru. And that his bags ſhall prove. 
Hor, Gremio, "tis now no time to vent our love. 
Liſten to me, and if you ſpeak me fair, 
Tul tell you news indifferent good for either. 
Here is a gentleman whom by chance I met, 


« Upon agreement from us to his liking, 
Will undertake to woo: curſt Catharine, 


Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry pleaſe, 
Gre, So faid, ſo done, is well ; 
Hortenſo, have you told him all — faults? 
Pet. I know ſhe is an irkſome brawling ſcold ; 
If that be all, maſters, I hear no harm, 
Gre, No, ſay” | me lo, friend ? pray, what countryman? 
Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio's ſon ; 
My father's dead, my fortune lives for me, 
——— long to ſee. 
Gre. Oh, ſuch a life with ſuch a wife were firange 3 
But if you have a ſtomach, to't a God's name, 
You ſhall have me aſſiſting you in all. 
But will you woo this wild cat ? 
Pet. Will I live? 
Gru, Will he woo her? ay, or I'll hang her. 
Pet, Why came I hither, but to that intent ? 
Think you a little din can daunt my ears? 
Have I not in my time heard lions roe: ? 
Have I not heard the ſea, puff d up with winds, 
Rage like an angry boar, chafed with ſweat ? " 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field ? 
And heav'n's artillery thunder in the {kics ? 
Have I not in a pitched battel heard 
Loud larums, neighing ſteeds, and trumpets clangue ? 
3 1 
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That gives not half ſo great a blow to th ear, 
As will a cheſnut in a farmer's fire ? 

Tuſh, tuſh, fear boys with bugs, 

Gru, For he fears none, 

Gre, Hortenſio, hark: 


"7 This gentleman is happily arriv'd, 
My mind preſumes, for his own good, and ours. 


or. I promis d we would be contributors, 


Aud bear his charge of wooing, whatloe'er. 


Gre, And ſo we will, provided that he win her, 
Gru. I would I were as ſure of a good dinner. 
| SCENE VIL 
To them Tranio bravely apparell d, and Biondello, +. 
Tra. Gentlemen, God fave you, If I may be bold, 


tell me, I beſeech you, which is the readieſt way to the 


houſe of Signior Baptiſia Minola ? N 
Fion, He that has the two fair daughters ? is't he you 
mean ? : 

Tra, Even he, Biondello. 

Gre. Hark you, Sir, you mean not her to 

Tra, Perhapz him and her, what have you to do? 

Pet. Nor her that chides, Sir, at any hand, I pray, 

Tra, I love no chiders, Sit: Biondello, let's away. 

Luc, Well begun, Tranio. Aides 

Hor, Sir, a word ere you go : 5 
Are you a ſuitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no? 

Tra. An if Ibe, Sir, is it any offence ? 

Gre, No; if without more words you will get you 

Tra. Why, Sir, 1 pray, are not the ſtreets as free 
For me, as for you? 

Gre, But ſo is not ſhe, 

Tra. For what reaſon, I beſeech you? 

Gre, For this reaſon, if you'll know. 

She's the choice love of Signior Gremio, ; 

Hor, She is the choſen of Hortenfio, 

Tra, Softly, my maſters; if you be gentlemen, - , 
Do me this right; hear me with patience, L 
Baptiſta is a noble gentleman, 

To whom my father is not all unknown, 
And were his daughter faizer than ſhe is 
Ver, III. * * 


\ 
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She may more ſuitors have, and me for one, 

Fair Leda's daughter had a thouſand wooers ; 

Then well one -more may fair Bianca have, 

— And ſo ſhe ſhall, Lucentio ſhall make one, 

Tho' Paris came, in hope to ſpeed alone. 2 
Gre, What! this gentleman will out- talk us all. 
Luc, Sir, give him head, I know he'll prove a jade. 
Pet, Hortenſio, to what end are all theſe words ? 05 
Her. Sir, let me be ſo bold as to aſk you, \ mY 

Did you yet ever ſee Baptiſta's daughter? I 
Tra. No, Sir; but hear I do that he bath two: 

The one as famous for a ſcolding tongue, 

As the other is for beauteous modeſty, 

Pet. Sir, Sir, the firſt's for me; let her go by. 

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules, — 

And let it be more than Acides twelve, | 

Pet. Sir, underſtand you this of me, inſooth: 

The youngeſt daughter, whom you hearken for, 

Her tather keeps from all acceſs of ſuitors, 

And will not promiſe her to any man, 

Until the eldeſt fiſter firſt be wed: 

The younger then is free, and not before. 

Tra. If it be ſo, Sir, that you are the man 

Muſt ſteed us all, and me amongft the reſt; 

And if you break the ice, and do this feat, 

Atchieve the elder, ſet the younger free 

For our acceſs 3 whoſe hap ſhall be to have her, 

Will not fo graceleſs be, to be ingrate. 
Hor. Sir, you ſay well, and well you do conceiye $ 

And fince you do profeſs to be a ſuitor, 

You muſt, as we do, gratifie this gentleman, . 

To whom we all reſt generally beholden. a 
Tra. Sir, I ſhall not be lack ; in fign whereof, . 

Pleaſe ye, we may convive this afternoon, 1 

And quaff carouſes to our miſtreſs health, 'N 

And do as adverſaries do in law, 2 

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. ; 

Gru. Bion. O excellent motion! fellows, let's be gone. 

Hor. The motion's good indeed, and be it ſo, 

Petruchio, I ſhall be your ben venuto. 1 

1 1 
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1 Man. My Lord, you nod, you do not mind the Play, 

Sly. Yea, Fo St. Ann, do I: a n 2 
there any more of it ? 

Lady. My Lord, tis but begun, 

Sly. *Tis a very excellent piece of wwork ; Madam Lab, 
w, tewere done ! 


* ACT H. SCENE I. 
Baptiſta“: Houſe in Padua. Enter Catharina and Bianca. 
2 Bias. OOD ſiſter, wrong me not, nor wrong your ſelf, 
2 To make a bond-maid and a ſlave o me 3 
3 That 1 diſdain : but for theſe other gaudes, 
Vnbind my hands, I'II pull them off my ſelf, 
= Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat, 
Or what you will command me will I do; 
So well 1 know my duty to my elders, 
4 Cath, Of all thy ſuitors here I charge thee tell 
7 Whom thou lov'M beſt : ſee thou diſſemble not, 
1 Bian. Believe me, ſiſter, of all men alive 
I never yet beheld that ſpecial face 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 
by. th. Minion, thou lieſt; ist — Horten ſio ? 


Bian. If you affect him, ſiſter, here I ſwear * 
I'll plead for you my ſelf but you "ſhall have him. 
** Cath. Oh then belike you fancy riches more, 
Fou will have Gremio, to keep you fair. 
Ban, K it for him you do ſo envy me? A 
Nay, then you jeſt, and now I well perceive 
3 1 have but jeſted with me all this while; 
Ipr'ythee, ſiſter Kate, untie my hands. 

Cath, If that be jeſt, then all the reſt was ſo. [Strikes bers 

Enter Baptiſta, 

Bap. Why, how now, dame, whence grows this inſolence ? 
Bianca, ſtand aſide; poor girl, ſhe weeps ; 
Go ply thy needle, meddle not with her. 
For ſhame, thou hilding of a deviliſh ſpirit, 
Why doſt thou wrong her, that did ne er wrong thee ? , 
When did the croſs thee with a bitter word ? 

Cath, Her ſilence flouts me, and I'll be reveng'd, 

[Flies at Bianca. 
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What, in my fight ? Bianca, get thee in. Ex. Bian. 
"Garth, Will you not ſuffer me? nay, now I ſee 
She is your treaſure, ſhe muſt have a huſband, & 
I muſt dance bare-foot on her wedding-day, 
And for your love to her lead apes in hell: 
Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep, 
Till I can find occafion of revenge. [Exit Cath, 
Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd as I? 
But who comes here ? 
SCENE II. * 
Ears Gremio, Lucentio in the babit of a mean mon, Pe- 
truchio with Hortenſio lite a mufician, Tranio 
and Biondello bearing a lute and books, 
Gre, Good morrow, neighbour Baptiſta, 
Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Gremis : God fave you, 
gentlemen, 
Per. And you, good Sir; pray, eee a daughter 
call'd Catbarina, fair and virtuous ? 
Bap. I have a daughter, Sir, call'd Catbarina. 
Gre. Vou are too blunt, go to it orderly. 
Per. You wrong me, Signior Gremio, give me leave, 
I am a gentleman of Verona, Sir, 
That hearing of her beauty and her wit, 
Her affability and baſhful modeſty, 
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, 
Am bold to ſhew my ſelf a forward gueſt 
Within your houſe, to make mine eye the witneſs 
Of that report, which I fo oft have heard. 
And for an entrance to my entertainment, [Preſenting Hor, 
I do preſent you with a man of mine, 
Cunning in mufick, and the mathematics, 
To inſtruct her fully i in thoſe ſciences, 
Whereof I know ſhe is not ignorant: 
Accept of him, or elſe you do me wrong, 
His name is Licio, born in Mantua. 
Bap. Y'are welcome, Sir, and he for your good ſake, 
But for my daughter Catharine, this I know, 
She is not for your turn, the more's my grief. 
Pet, I ſee you do not mean to part with her, N 
A | 
Bap. 
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Bap. Miſtake me not, I ſpeak but what I find. 
Whence are you, Sir? what may I call your name ? 
Per. Petruchio is my name, Antonio's ſon, 
A man well known throughout all Laly. 
Bap. I know him well: you are welcome for his ſake, 
Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray let us that are 
r petitioners ſpeak too. Baccalare! you are marvel» 
— forward. 
Pet, Oh, pardon me, Signior Gremio, I would fain be 


Gre, I doubt it not, Sir, but you will curſe your wooing. 
Neighbour ! this is a gift very gratefal, I am fure of it. 
To expreſs the like kindneſs my ſelf, that have been more 
kindly beholden to you than any, free leave give to this 

oung ſcholar, that hath been long ſtudying at Reims 
Preſenting Luc.] as cunning in Greek, Latin, and other 
ages, as the other in muſick and mathematics; his 
name is Cambio z pray, accept his ſervice. 

Bap. A thouſand thanks, Signior Cremio : welcome, 

Cambio, But, gentle Sir, methinks you walk like 2 
ſtranger, [To Tranio, } may I be ſo bold to know the cauſe 
of your coming ? 

Tra. Pardon me, Sir, the boldneſs is mine own, 

That, being a ſtranger in this city here, 

Do make my ſelf a ſuitor to your daughter, 

Vnto Bianca, fair and virtuous: 

Nor is your firm reſolve unknown to me, 

In the preferment of the eldeſt fiſter, 

This liberty is all that I requeſt, 

'That, upon knowledge of my parentage, 

I may have welcome mongſt the reſt that woo, 

And free acceſs and favour as the reſt. 

And toward the education of your daughters, 

I here beſtow a fimple inſtrument, * 

And this ſmall packet of Greek and Latin books, 

If you accept them, then their worth — 
var 

Bap. Lucentio is your name ? of — go" pry * 

Tra. Of Piſa, Sir, ſon to Vincentio. | 
Bap. A mighty * by report 

3 
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T know him well ; you are very welcome, Sir. 


Take you the lute, and you the ſet of books, 7 

| ' [To Hor. and Luc. 
You ſhall go ſee your pupils preſently. « 
Holla, within ! 


Enter a Servant, 
Sirrah, lead theſe gentlemen 
To my two daughters, and then tell them both 
Theſe are-their tutors, bid them uſe them well. 
[ Ex. Serv. with Hor, and Loc. 
We will go walk a little in the orchard, 
And then to dinner. You are paſling welcome, 
And ſo I pray you all to think your ſelves. 
Per. Signior Baptiſta, my buſineſs aſketh haſte, 
And every day I cannot come to woo, 
You knew my father well, and in him me, 
Left ſolely heir to all his lands and goods, 
Which I have better'd rather than decreas'd 3 
Then tell me, if I get your daughter's love, 
What dowry ſhall I have with her to wife? 
. Bap. After my death, the one half of my lands, 
And in poſſeſſion, twenty thouſand crowns. 
Pet. And for that dowry, I'll aſſure her for 
Her widowhood, be it that ſhe ſurvive me, 
In all my lands and leaſes whatſoever 
Let ſpecialties be therefore drawn between us, 
'That covenants may be kept on either hand. 
Bap. Ay, when the ſpecial thing is well obtain'd, 
That is, her love; for that is all in all. 
Pet. Why that is nothing: for I tell you, father, 
I am as peremptory as ſhe proud-minded. 
And where two raging fires meet together, 4 
They do conſume the thing that feeds their fury, 
Tho? little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extream guſts will blow out fire and all: 
So J to her, and ſo ſhe yields to me, 
For I am rough, and woo not like a babe. 
Bap. Well may' ſt thou woo, and happy be thy ſpeed ! 
But be thou arm'd for ſome uphappy words, = 
» a 4 
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Per. Ay, to the proof, as mountains are for winds, 
That ſhake not, tho' they blow perpetually. 
SCENE III. Enter Hort:nfio wwith bis bead broke, 
Bap. How now, my friend, why doſt thou look ſo pale? 
Hor. For fear, T promiſe you, if I look pale. 
Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good muſician ? 
Her. 1 think ſhe Il ſooner prove a ſoldier 
Iron may hold with her, but never lutes. 
Bap. Why then thou canſt not break her to the lute ? 
Hor. Why no; for ſhe hath broke the lute on me. 
J did but tell her ſhe miſtook her frets, 
And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering, 
When, with a moſt impatient deviliſh ſpirit, 
Frets call you them? quoth ſhe: I'll fame with them 
And with that word ſhe ſtruek me on the head, 
And throogh the inſtrument my pate made way, 
And there I ſtood amazed for a while, 
As on a pillory, looking through the lute z 
While ſhe did call me raſcal, fidler, | 
And twangling Jack, with twenty fuch vile terms, 
As ſhe had ſtudied to miſuſe me ſo. 
Pet. Now, by the world, it is a luſty wench 3 
J love her ten times more than e er I did; 
Oh, how I long to have ſome chat with her! 
Bap. Well, go with me, and be not ſo diſcomſited. 
Proceed in practice with my younger daughter, 
She's. apt to learn, and thankful for good turns 3 
Signior Perruchio,' will you go with us, 
Or ſhall I ſend my daughter Kate to you ? 
Pet, I pray you, do. I will attend her here, | 
Exit Bap. with Gre, Hor. ad Tranio. 
And woo her with ſome fpirit when ſhe comes, 
Say that ſhe rail, why then I'Il tell her plain 
She ſings as ſweetly as a mightingale : 
Say that ſhe frown, Ill fay the looks as clear 
As morning roſes newly waſh*d with dew ; 
Say ſhe be mute, and will not ſpeak a word, 
Then I'll commend her volubility, 
And fay, ſhe uttereth piercing eloquence x 
If the do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks, 
As tho' ſhe bid me lay by her a week; I 
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If ſhe deny to wed, I'll crave the day boy 
When I ſhall aſk the banes, and when be married 
But here ſhe comes, and now, Petruchio, ſpeak, 
SCENE IV. Enter Catharina. 
Good morrow, Kate ; for that's your name I hear. 
Cath. Well have you heard, but ſomething hard of hearing. 
They call me Catbariue, that do talk of me. 
Pet, You lie, in faith, for you are call'd plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and ſometimes Kate the curſt ; 
But Kate, the prettieſt Kate in chriſtendom, 
Kate of Kate- hall, my ſuper-dainty Kate, 
(For dainties are all Cates) and therefore Kate ; 
Take this of me, Kate of my conſolation |! 
Hearing thy mildneſs prais'd in every town, 
Thy virtues ſpoke of, and thy beauty ſounded, 
Yet not ſo deeply as to thee belongs: 
My ſelf am mov'd to woo-thee for my wife. "IS." 
Cath, Mov'd! in good time; let him that mov'd you 
hither, 
Remove you hence; I knew you at the firſt 
You were a moveable, 
Pet. Why, what's a moveable? 
Cath, A join'd ſtool. 
Pet. Thou haſt hit it; come, fit on me. 
Cath, Aſſes are made to bear, and ſo are you. 
Pet. Women are made to bear, and ſo are you, 
Cath, No ſuch jade, Sir, as you, if me you mean, 
Pet. Alas, good Kate, I will not burthen thee, 


For knowing thee to be but young and light 


Catb. Too light for ſuch a ſwain as you to catch ; 
And yet as heavy as my weight ſhould be, * 


© ----- weight ſhould be. 
Pet. Should! Bee : ſhould l. urg. 
Cath. Well ta'en, and like a buzzard. 
Pet. O ſlow- wing d turtle, ſhall a buzzard take thee ? 
Cath, Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a buzzard. 
Fa. Come, come, _ waſp, 1'taith you are too angry, 
Cath, If 1 be waſpiſh, beit beware my fing. 
Fet. My remedy is then to pluck it out. 
Cath, Ay, if the fool could And it where it lyes. 
* IG knows aot where a Waſp doth wear his Ring ? 
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Per. Nay, hear you, Kate, Inſooth you ſcape not ſo,” 
Cath, I chafe you if I tarry; let me go. 1 
Pet. No, not a whit, I find you paſſing gentle: 

*'Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and ſullen, 

Aid now I find report a very liar; 

Far thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſſing courteous, 

But ſlow in ſpeech, yet ſweet as ſpring-time flowers. 

Thou can*f not frown, thou can'ſ not look aſcance, 

Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, 

Nor haſt thou pleaſure to be croſs in talk: 

But thou with mildneſs entertain'ſt thy wooers, 

With gentle conf rence, ſoft, and affable. 

Why doth the world report that Kate doth limp ? 

Oh ſland'rous world! Kate, like the hazle-twig, 

Is trait and ſlender, and as brown in hue . 

As hazle-nuts, and ſweeter than the kernels, 

Oh, let me ſee thee walk : thou doſt not halt. 


Cath, Go, fool, and whom thou keepeſt, thoſe command, 
Pet, Did ever Dian ſo become a grove, 


As Kate this chamber with her princely gaite ? 


Cath, In his tongue. 
Pet, Whoſe tongue? 
Cad, Ton if = talk of tails, and — _ 
et, at, with my tongue in your tail? nay, come again, 
Gor a: * a gentleman. a Fa = bis : 
ath, t I'll try. firiker hi 
Pet. 1 ſwear III cuff you, if you ſtrike again. a 3 
Cath, So may you loſe your arms. y 
you ſtrike me you ate no gentleman, 
if no gentleman, why then no arms. 
Pet. A herald, Kate? oh, put me in thy books. 
Cath. What is * creſt, a coxcomb? 
Pet. A combleſs cock, ſo Kate will be my hen. 
Cath, No cock of mine, you crow too like a craven, 
Pet, Nay, come, Kate; come, you maſt not look ſo ſower; 
Fr. Why, iv ws crab, and therefars took: dit fewer 
et. 7. s noc efore not . 
Cath, There is, there rods 
Pet. Then ſhew it me. 
Cath, Had I a glaſs I would. 
Pet, What, you mean my face? 
Co \ bo young one. 
et. ow, t. Ee, am too oung 
Cath. Yet you are wither'd, * . 
Pet. Tis with cares. 
Cath, I care not. ' 
Put. Nay, Ee, e : woe 
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O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate, .. ' . + 
And then let Kate be chaſt, and Dian ſportful, 
Cath, Where did you ſtudy all this goodly ſpeech? 

Pet. It is extempore, from my mother-wit. | 
Cath, A witty mother, . witleſs elſe her ſan, 
Pet. Am I not wiſe ? 
Cath, Ves; keep you warm. 
Per. Why, ſo I mean, ſweet Catharine, in thy bed u 
And therefore ſetting all this chat afide, . 
Thus in plain terms : your father hath conſented 
That you ſhall be my wife; your dowry *greed on; 
And will you, nill you, I will marry you, 
Now, Kate, I am a huſoand for your turn, 
For by this light, whereby I ſee thy beauty, 
Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well, 
Thou muſt be married to no man but me. 
For Iam he am born to tame you, Kate, 
And bring you from a wild cat to a Kate, 
Conformable as other, houſhold Kates ; 
Here comes your father, never make denial, 


SCENE V. 
Enter Baptifta, Gremio, and Tranio. 
Bap. Signior Petruchio, how ſpeed you with 
My daughter ? | 
| Per. How but well, Sir? how but well? 
| It were impoflible I ſhould ſpeed amiſs. 
Bap. Why, how now, daughter Catharine, in your domps? 
| Cath, Call you me daughter ? now I promiſe you, 
You've ſhew'd a tender fatherly regard, 
To wiſh me wed to one half lunatick, 
| A madcap ruffian, and a ſwearing jack, 
| That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 
| Pet. Father, tis thus; your ſelf and all the world 
| 


That telk'd of her, have talk'd amiſs of her; 


| If ſhe be curſt, it is for policy, 

3 For ſhe's not froward, but modeſt as the dove ; 

| She is not hot, but temperate as the morn, -—- 

| For patience the will prove a ſecond Criſſel, | 

| And Roman Lucrece for her chaſtity, 8 | 
{3 . And 


I muſt and will have Cathorine to my wife. - 
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And to conelude, we ve "greed ſo well together, 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 

Cath, T'll ſee thee hang'd on Sunday firſt, 

Gre, Hark, hark; 

Petruchio / ſhe fays ſhe'll ſee thee hang'd firſt. 
Tra. Is this your ſpecding ? then, good night our part! 
Pet. Be patient, Sirs, I chuſe her for my (elf ; 

Tf the and I be pleas'd, what's that to you? 

Tis bargain'd *twixt us twain, being alone, 

That ſhe ſhall ſtill be curſt in company. 

I tell you tis incredible to believe 

How much ſhe loves me; oh, the kindeſt Kate ! 

She hung about my neck, and kiſs on kiſs 

She vy'd ſo faſt, proteſting oath on oath, 

That in a twink the won me to her love. 

Oh, you are novices ; tis a world to ſee, 

How tame (when men and women are alone) 

A meacock wretch can make the curſteſt ſhrew. 

Give me thy hand, Kate, I will unto Venice, 

To buy apparel gainſt the wedding · day; 

Father, provide the feaſt, and bid the gueſts, 

I will be ſure my Catharine ſhall be fine, 

a I know not what to ſay, but give your hands, 
God ſend you joy, Petruchio! tis a match. 

Gre, Tra. Amen ſay we, we will be witneſſes, 

Per. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu; . 
Iwill to Venice, Sunday comes apace, | 
We will have rings and things, and fine array; 

And kiſs me, Kate, we'll marry o' Sunday, : 
Exe. Petruchio and Catharina. 
SCENE VI. 8 

Gre, Was ever match clapt up ſo ſuddenly ? 

Bap. Faith, gentlemen, I play a merchant's part, 
And venture madly on a deſperate mart. 

Tra, Twas a commodity lay fretting by you; 
Twill bring you gain, or periſh on the ſeas. 

Bap. The gain I ſeek is quiet in the match. 

Gre, No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch: 
But now, Baptiſta, to your younger daughter; 
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What, have T oirch'd you, Signtor Cremio 
1 . 
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Now is the day we long have looked for: 
I am your neighbour, and was ſuitor firſt, 
Tra. And I am one that love Bianca more 
Than words can witneſs or your thoughts can gueſs. 
Gre, Youngling ! thou canſt not love ſo dear as I. 
Tra. Grey-beard l thy love doth freeze. 
Gre, But thine doth fry. 
Skipper, ftand back; tis age that nouriſheth. 
Tra. But youth in ladies eyes that flouriſheth. 4 
Bap. Content you, gentlemen, I will compound this ſtrife > 
Tis deeds muſt win the prize, and he of both yo 4 


That can aſſure my daughter greateſt dower, $ ] 
Shall have Bianca's love. 4 
Say, Signior Gremio, what can you aſſure her? 1 
Gre. Firſt, as you know, my houſe within the city A 
Is richly furniſhed with plate and gold, 1 
Baſons and ewers to lave her dainty hands: 3 
My hangings all of Tyrian tapeſtry; = 4 


In ivory coffers I have ſtuft my crowns 3 
In cypreſs cheſts my arras, counterpanes, | 
Coſtly apparel, tents and canopies, 4 
Fine linnen, Turkey cuſhions boſs d with pearl | Þ 
Valance of Venice gold in needle-work ; = 
Pewter and braſs, and all things that belong þ 
To houſe, or houſe-keeping : then at my farm ny 
I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail, 1 
Virſcore fat oxen ſtanding in my ſtalls; - ix 
And all things anſwerable to this portion. = 
My ſelf am ſtruck in years, I muſt confeſe, 
And if I die to-morrow, this is hers, 
If whilſt I live ſhe will be only mine. 

Tra, That only came well in, Sir, liſt to me; 
I am my father's heir, and only ſon ; 
If I may have your daughter to my wife, 
I'll leave her houſes three or four as good, | 
Within rich Piſa walls, as any one = 
Old Signior Cremio has in Padua; "a 
Beſides two thouſand ducats by the year Y 
Of fruitful land; all which ſhall be her joiature, 
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Gre, Two thouſand ducats by the year of land | 
My land amounts but to ſo much in all: 
That ſhe ſhall have, beſides an Argoſfie 
That now is lying in Marſeilles's road. 
What, have I choakt you with an Argoſie ? 
Tyra. Gremio, tis known my father hath no leſs ' 
Than three great Arpofies, beſides two galliaſſes, 
And twelve tight gallies; theſe I will aſſure her, 
And twice as much, what e' er thou offer'ſt next. 
life: Cre. Nay, I have offer'd all; I have no mare ; 
And ſhe can have no more than all I have; 
If you like me, the ſhall have me and mine. 
Tra. Why then the maid is mine from all the world, 
By your firm promiſe ; Gremis is out- vied. 
Bap. I muſt confeſs your offer is the beſt ; 
And let your father make her the aſſurance, 
She is your own, elſe you muſt pardon me: 
If you ſhould die before him, where's her dower ? 
Tra. That's but a cavil ; he is old, I young. 
Gre, And may not young men die as well as old ? 
Bap. Well, gentlemen, then I am thus reſolv'd : 
On Sunday next, you know, my daughter Catharine 
Is to be married: now on Sunday following 
Bianca ſhall be bride to you, if you 
Th' aſſurance make; if not, to Signior Cremio : 
And ſo I take my leave, and thank you both. [ Exit, 
J Gre. Adieu, good neighbour. Now I fear thee not: 
Sirrah, young gameſter, your father were a fool 
To give thee all; and in his waining age 
Set foot under thy table : tut! a toy 
An old Italian fox is not fo kind, my boy. [ Exit, 
Tra, A vengeance op your crafty withet d hide | 
Yet I have fac'd it with a card of ten: 
*Tis in my head to do my maſter good: 
I! ſee no reaſon but {i d Lucentio 
May get a father, call d ſuppos d Vincentio 3 
And that's a wonder: fathers commonly 
Do get their childten; but in this caſe 
Of woolly, a child ſhall yet a fire, if 
Ver. 1 K ii 
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I fail not of my cunning, Exit. 
[Sly ſpeaks to one of the' Servants, 
- Sly. Sim, when vill the fool come again ? 
Sim, Anon, my Lord. 
Sly. Gives ſome more drink bere 
fer? here, Sim, eat ſome of theſe things, 
Sim. So I do, my Lord. 
Sly. Here, Sim, I drink to thee, 


where's the tap - 


ACT m. SCENE I. 
Continues in Padua, 
Enter Lucentio, Hortenſio, and Bianca. 
Luc, LIDLER, forbear; you grow too forward, Sir: 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot the entertainment 
Her ſiſter Catharine welcom'd you withal ? 
Hor. But, wrangling pedant, know this lady is 
The patroneſs of heavenly harmony; 
Then give me leave to have prerogative ; 
And when in muſick we have ſpent an hour, 
Your lecture ſhall have leiſure for as much. 
Luc. Prepoſterous 'afs ! that never read ſo far 
To know the cauſe why muſick was ordain d: 
Was it not to refreſh the mind of man 
After his ſtudies, or his uſual pain ? 
Then give me leave to read philoſophy, 
And while I pauſe, ſerve in your harmony, 
Hor, Sirrah, 1 will not bear theſe braves of thine, 
Bian, Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To ftrive for that which reſteth in my choice : 
I am no breeching ſcholar in the ſchools z _ 
I'll not be tied to hours, nor pointed times, 
But learn my leſſons as I pleaſe my ſelf ; 
And to cut off all ſtrife, here fit we down, 
Take you your inſtrument, ſtay you a while, 
His lecture will be done ere you have tun'd. 
Hor. You'll leave his lecture when Im in tune ? | 
| Hortenfio retrres,. 
Luc. That will be never: tune your inſtrument, 
San, Where lett we laſt ? 


Lac. 
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Luc. Here, Madam: Hic ibat Simois, bic eſt Sigeia tellus, 
Hic ſteterat Priami regia celſa ſenis, 

Bian. Conſtrue them. 

Luc, Hic ibat, as I told you before, Simois, I am Lu- 
centio, hic eſt, ſon unto Vincentio of Piſa, Sigeia tellus, 
diſguiſed thus to get your love, hic feterat, and that Lu- 
centio that comes a wooing, Priam!, is my man Trantio, 
regia, bearing my port, celſa ſenis, that we might beguile 
the old Pantaloon. | 

Hor. Madam, my inſtrument's in tune. [ Returning, 

Bian, Let's hear. O fie, the treble jars, 

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 

Bian. Now let me ſee if I can conſtrue it: Hic ibat Si- 
mois, I know you not, hic eſt Sigeia tellus, I truſt you not, 
bic fleterat Priami, take heed he hear us not, regia, pre- 
ſame not, celſa ſenis, deſpair not. 

Hor, Madam, tis now in tune. 

Luc. All but the baſe. 

Hor. The baſe is right, tis the baſe knave that jars, 
How fiery and how froward is our pedant ! 

Now, tor my life, that knave doth court my love 3 
Pedaſcule, I'll watch you better yet. 

Bian, In time I may believe; yet I miſtruſt, 

Luc, Miſtruſt it not, for ſure Æacides 
Was 4jax, call'd ſo from his grandfather. 

Bian, 1 muſt believe my maſter, elſe I promiſe you, 

T ſhould be arguing ſtill upon that doubt; 

But let it reſt, Now, Licio, to you: 

Good maſters, take it not unkindly, pray, 
That I have been thus pleaſant with you both, 

Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave a while g 
My leſſons make no muſick in three parts. 

Luc, Are you ſo formal, Sir ? well, I muſt wait, 

And watch withal; for, but I be deceiv'd, 
Our fine muſician groweth amorous. Luc. retires, 
Her. Madam, before you touch the inſtrument, 
To learn the order of my fingering, 
I muſt begin with rudiments of art, 
To teach you Gamut in a briefer ſort, 
More pleaſant, pithy, and 148 
- 
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Than hath been taught by any of my trade 
And there it is in writing fairly drawn. 


Bian, Why, I am * my Gamut long ago. 
Hor. Yet read the Gamut of Hortenſio, 
Bian, [ Reading.) Gamut I am, the ground of all accord, 

Are, to plead Hortenfio's paſſion, 

B mi, Bianca, take him for hy lord, 

Cfaut, that loves thee with all affection, 

D ſel re, one cliff, but two notes have I, 

Elami, ſhow me pity, or I die. 

Call you this Gamut ? tut, I like it not; 

Old faſhions pleaſe me beſt ; I'm not ſo nice 

To change true rules for odd inventions, 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv. Miſtreſs,” your father prays you leave your books, 
And help to 4reſs your ſiſter s chamber up; $ 
You know to-morrow is the wedding-day, 

Bian. Farewel, ſweet, maſters both; I muſt be gone. Exit. 

Luc. Faith, miſtreſs, then I have no cauſe to ſtay.| Exit. 

Hor. But I have cauſe to pry into this pedant; 
Methink3 he looks as tho? he were in love: 

Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be ſo humble, 2 

To caſt thy wandring eyes on every ſtale; 

Seize thee who liſt; if once I find thee ranging, 

Hortenſio will be quit with thee by changing. [Exit. 

| SCENE Il. . 

Enter Baptiſta, Tranio, Catharina, Lucentio, and Attendants, 
Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the pointed day 

That Cath'rine and Petruchio ſhould be married; 

And yet we hear not of our ſon-in-law. 

What will be ſaid? what mockery will it be, 

To want the bridegroom when the prieſt attends 

To ſpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage ? 

What ſays Lucentio to this ſhame of ours ? 

Cath, No ſhame but mine; I muſt, forſooth, be forc'd 
To give my hand oppos'd againſt my heart, 

Unto a mad-brain rudeſby, full of ſpleen, 

Who woo'd in haſte, and means to wed at leiſure, 

I told you, I, he was a frantick fool, 

Hiding his bitter jeſts in blunt behaviour: 
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And to be noted for a merry.man, 
He'll woo a thouſand, *point the day of marriage, 
Make friends, invite, yes, anc proclaim the banes 3 
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo'd, 
Now muſt the world point at pocr Catharine, 
And ſay, lo! there is mad Petruchio's wife, 
If it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 
* Tra, Patience, good Catharine, and Baptiſia too; 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, 
What ever fortune ſtays him from his word. 
Tho' he be blunt, I know him paſſing wiſe ; 
Tho? he be merry, yet withal he's honeſt. 

Cath, Would Catharine had never ſeen him tho“ 


* [Exit Weep! ng . 
ks, = Bap. Go, girl; I cannot blame thee now to weep 3 
*. i For ſuch an injury would vex a faint, s 
Much more a ſhrew of thy impatient humour. 
Ree SCENE III. Enter Biondello. 
Zus. 4 Bion. Maſter, maſter z old news, and ſuch news as you 


never heard of, | 
= Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that be? _ 
- KB Bion. Why, is it not news to hear of Petruchio's coming? 
7 Bap. Is he come ? 
Bion, Why, no, Sir ? 


Eule | Bap, What then ? 
_ Bien, He is coming, 
ants, © Bap. When will he be here? 


Bien. When he ſtands where I am, and ſees you there. 
Tra. But ſay, what to thine old news ? 
Bien, Why, Petruchio is coming in a new hat and an ole 
= jerkin; a pair of old breeches thrice turn'd ; a pair of boots 
Z that have been candle-caſes, one buckled, another lac dg 
an old ruſty ſword ta'en out of the town-armory, with 4 
broken hilt, and chapeleſs, with two broken points 3 his 
wes if horſe hipp'd, with an old mothy ſaddle, the ſtirrups ot no 
3 kindred ; beſides, poſſeſt with the glanders, and like to 
mourn in the chine, troubled with the lampaſſe, infected 
with the farcin, full of windgalls, ſped with ſpavins, raied 
with the yellows, paſt cure of the vives, ſtark ſpoiled with 
the Raggers, begnawn with Go bots, ſway d in the — 


* 
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and ſhoulder- ſhotten, near-legg'd before, and with a half. 
cheek'd bit, and a headftall of ſheep's leather, which being 
reſtrain'd to keep him from ftumbling hath been often 
burſt, and now repair d with knots; one girt fix times 
piec'd, and a woman's crupper of velure, which hath two 
letters for her name, fairly ſet down in ſtuds, and here 
and there piec'd with packthread, | 

Bap. Who comes with him? 

Bion. Oh Sir, his lackey, for all the world capariſon'd 
like the horſe, with a linen ſtock on one leg, and a kerſey 
boot-hoſe on the other, garter'd with a red and blue lift, 
an old hat, and the humour of forty fancies prickt up in't 
for a feather : a monſter, a very monſter in apparel, and 
not like a chriſti n foot-boy, or gentl-man's lackey, 

Tra. Tis ſome add humour pricks him to this faſhion 5 
Yet cftentimes he goes but mean apparell'd. 

Bap. I am glad he's come, howſoever he comes. 

Bion, Why, Sir, he comes not. 

Bap. Didſt thou not ſay he comes? 

Bion. Who? that Petruchio came? 

Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. 

5 - wah No, Sir; I fay his horſe comes with him on his 
ck. 

Bap. Why, that's all one. 

Bion. Nay, by St. Jany, I hold you a penny, 

A horſe and a man is more than one, and yet not many, 
SCENE IV. 
Enter Petruchioand Grumio fantaſtically habited, 

Pet, Come, where be theſe gallants ? who is at home ? 

Bap. You're welcome, Sir. 

Pet And yet I come not well, 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra, Not ſo well *parell'd as T with you were. 

Per, Why, were it better I ſhould ruſh in thus. 

But where is Kare ? where is my lovely bride ? 
How does my father? gentles, methinks you frown : 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 

As if they faw ſome wondrous monument, 

Some comet, or unuſual prodigy ? 


Bap. Why, Sir, you know this is your n 
* : * 
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Firſt were we ſad, fearing you would not come; 
Now ſadder, that you come ſo unprovided, 
Fie, doff this habit, ſhame to your eſtate, 
An eye-ſore to our ſolemn feſtival. 
Tra. And tell us what occafion of import 
Hath all ſo long detain'd you from your wife, 
And ſent ou hither ſo unlike your ſelf ? 
Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harſh to hear: 
Sufficeth I am come to keep my word, 
Tho' in ſome part enforced to digreſs, 
Which at more leiſure I will fo excuſe, 
As you ſhall well be ſatisfied withal. . 
But where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her; 
The morning wears; tis time we were at church. 
Tra. See not your bride in theſe unteyerent robes 3 _ 
Go to my chamber, put on cloaths of mine. 
Pet. Not I ; believe me, thus Pl! viſit her. : 
c, Bap. But thus, I truſt, you will not marry her. | 
3 Pet. Geod ſooth, even thus ; therefore ha* done with 
| To me ſhe's married, not unto my cloaths ; [words ; 
Could I repair what ſhe will wear in me, 
on his As I could change theſe poor accoutrements, 
*Twere well for Kate, and better for my ſelf. 
| But what a fool am I to chat with you, 
When I ſhould bid good-morrow to my bride, 
my. And ſeal the title with a lovely kiſs [Exit, 
4 Tra. He hath ſome meaning in his mad attire ; 
We will perſuade him, be it poſſible, 
To put on better ere he go to church. 
Bap. T'll after him, and ſee the event of this. [Exit 
SCENE V. ; 
Tra, But, Sir, our love concerneth us to add 
Her father's liking; which to bring to paſs, 
As I before imparted to your worſhip, 
Jam to get a man, (whate'er he be 
It ſkills not much, we'll fit him to our turn) 
And he ſhall be Vincentio of Piſa, 
And make aſſurance here in Padua 
Of greater ſums than I have promiſed z 
bo fal 


you quietly enjoy your hope, 
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And marry ſweet Bianca with conſent. 
Luc, Were it not that my fellow ſchool-maſter 
Doth watch Bianca's ſteps ſo narrowly, 
*Twere good, methinks, to ſteal our marriage; 
Which once perform'd, let all the world fay no, 
I'll keep mine own, deſpight of all the world. 
Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into, 
And watch our vantage in this buſineſs : 
We'll over-reach the gray-beard Cremio, 
The narrow-prying father Mineola, 
The quaint muſician amorous Licio; 
All for my maſter's ſake Lucentio. 
SCENE VI. Enter Gremio. 
Now, Signior Gremio, came you from the church? 
Gre. As willingly as e' er I came from ſchool, 
Tra. And are the bride and bridegroom coming home? 
Gre, A bridegroom ſay you ? tis a groom indeed, 
A grumbling groom, and that the girl ſhall find. 
Tra. Curſter than the ? why, tis impoſſible. 
Gre, Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend, 
Tra. Why, ſhe's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam, 
Gre, Tut, ſhe's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him: 
I'II tell you, Sir Lucentio, when the prieſt 
Did aſk if Catharine ſhould be his wife? 
Ay, by gogs-woons, quoth he; and ſwore ſo loud, 
That all amaz'd the prieſt let fall the book; 
And as he ſtoop'd again to take it up, 
This mad-brain'd bridegroom took him ſuch a cuff, 
That down fell prieſt and book, and book and prieſt, 
No take them vp, quoth he, if any lift. 
Tra. What ſaid the wench, when he roſe up again? 
Gre. Trembled and ſhook ; for why, he ſtamp'd and ſwore, 
As if the vicar meant to cozen him, 
But after many ceremonies done, 
He calls for wine: a health, quoth he; as if 
H' ad been aboard carowſing to his mates 
After a ſtorm ; quaft off the muſcadel, | 
And threw the ſops all in the ſexton's face; 


- Having no other cauſe, but that his beard 
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Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem' d to aſk , 
His ſops as he was drinking. This done, he took 
The bride about the neck, and kiſt her lips 7 
With ſuch a clamorous ſmack, that at the parting 
All the church echo'd ; and I 2 this, 5 
Came thence for very ſhame ; and after me 
The rout is coming: ſuch a mad marriage x 
Ne'er was before. Hark, hark, the minſtrels pla. 
[Df b 
SCENE VII. Enter Petruchio, Catharina, Bianca, 
Hortenſio, and Baptiſta. > 
Pet, Gentlemen and friends, T thank you for your pains 8 
I know you think to dine with me to-day, | 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding cheer 3 : 
But ſo it is, my haſte doth call me hence; , 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 
Bap. Is't poſſible you muſt away to-night ? 
Per. I muſt away to-day, before night come. 
Make it no wonder ; if you knew my buſineſs, 
You would entreat me rather go than ſtay. 
And, honeſt company, I thank you all, 
That have beheld me give away my ſelf 
To this moſt patient, ſweet and virtuous wife z 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me, 
For 1 muſt hence; and farewel to you all. 
Tra, Let us intreat you ſtay till after dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. 
Gre, Let me intreat you, Yr, 
Pet, It cannot be. 
Cath, Let me intreat you, Sir. 
Pet. I am content. ; 
Cath, Are you content to ſtay ? 
Pet. I am content you ſhall intreat me ſlay z 
But yet not ſtay, intreat me how you can, 
Cath, Now, if you love me, ſtay, 
Pet. Grumio, my horſes, | . 
Gru. Sir, they be ready: the oats have eaten the horſes, 


Cath, Nay then 
Do what thou canſt, I will not go to-day 3 


” 
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No, nor to-morrow, nor till I pleaſe my ſelf ; 
The door is open, Sir, there lyes' your way, 
You may be jogging while your boots are green ; 
For me, I'll not go, till I pleaſe my ſelf : 
*Tis like you'll prove a jolly ſurly groom, 
That take it on you at the firſt ſo roundly, 
Pet. O Kate, content thee ; pr'ythee, be not angry. 
Cath, I will be angry; what haſt thou to do? 
Father, be quiet; he ſhall ſtay my leiſure. 
Gre, Ay, marry, Sir, now it begins to work, 
Cath, Gentlemen, forward to the bridal-dinner. 
I fee a woman may be made a fool, | 
If me had not a ſpirit to reſiſt. 
Pet. They ſhall go forward, Kate, at thy command, 
Obey the bride, you that attend on her : 
Go to the feaſt, revel and domineer ; 
Carowſe full meaſure to her maiden- head; 
Be mad and merry, or go hang your ſelves ; 
But for my bonny Kate, ſhe muſt with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret, 
I will be maſter of what is mine own ; 
She is my goods, my chattels, and my houſe, 
She is my houſhold-ſtuff, my field, my barn, 
My horſe, my ox, my aſs, my any thing 
And here ſhe ſtands, touch her who ever dare; 
Pl! bring my action on the proudeſt he, 
That ſtops my way in Padua: Grumo, 
| Draw forth thy weapon; we're beſet with thieves 
Reſcue thy miſtreſs if thou be a man: | 
| Fear not, ſweet wench, they ſhall not touch thee, Rate; 
| I'll buckler thee againſt a million. [ Exe. Pet, and Cath. 
"x Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 
| Gre. Went they not quickly, I ſhould die with laughing. 
Tra, Of all mad matches, never was the like. 
Luc. Miſtreſs, what's your opinion of your ſiſter ? 
Bian, That being mad herſelf, ſhe's madly mated. 
14 Gre, I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 
FM Bap. Neighbours and friends, tho" bride and bridegroom 
For to ſupply the places at the table; (Want 
You know there wants no junkets at the feaſt: 


Lucentio, 


— 
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Lucentio, 


and fo long am I at the 
or ſhall I complain on thee to our miſtreſs ? whoſe hand, 
ſhe being now at hand, thou ſhalt ſoon feel to thy cold 
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Lucentio, you ſupply the bridegroom's place. 
And let Bianca take her ſiſter's room. 
Tra, Shall ſweet Bianca practiſe how to bride it? 
Bap. She ſhall, Lucentio ; gentlemen, let's go. [ Exeunt, 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Petruchio's Country Houſe. Enter Grumio. 


$ Gru, LIE, fieon all tired jades, on all mad maſters, 


and all foul ways! was ever man ſo weary? 
was ever man ſo beaten ? was ever man ſo raied? I am 
ſent before to make a fire, and they are coming after to 
warm them: now were I not a little pot, and ſoon hot, 
my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the 


2 roof of my mouth, my heart in my belly, ere I ſhould 


come by a fire to thaw me; but I with blowing the fire 
ſhall warm my ſelf ; for conſidering the weather, a taller 
man than I will take cold: holla, hoa, Curtis“ 

Enter Curtis, à Servant, 

Curt, Who is that calls ſo coldly ? 

Gru. A piece of ice. If thou doubt it, thou may ſt 
fide from my ſhoulder to my heel, with no greater a run 
but my head and my neck. A fire, good Curtis, 

Curt, Is my maſter and his wife coming, Grumio ? 

Gru. Oh ay, Curtis, ay; and therefore fire, fire, caſt 
on no water. 

Curt, Is ſhe ſo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's reported? 

Gra. She was, good Curtis, before the froſt ; but thou 
know'ſt winter tames man, woman and beaſt, for it hath 


tam'd my old maſter, and my new miſtreſs, and thy ſelf, 
fellow Curtis, | 


Curt, Away, you three-inch'd fool; Tam no beaſt, 
Cru. Am I but three inches? why, thy horn is a foot, 
Leaf. But wilt thou make a fire, 


omfort, for being ſiow in thy hot office. 


I I pr*'ythee, gobd Grumio, tell me, how goes the 
or | 


Gre, A cold world, Curtis, in every office ak 


120 De Taming of the Shraw, 
and therefore fire : do thy duty, and have thy duty ; for 
my maſter and miſtreſs are almoſt frozen to death, 7; 

Curt, There's fire ready; and therefore, good Grumio, 


the news. 
Cru. Why, Jack boy, ho boy, and as much news as 
thou wilt. 

Curt, Come, you are ſo full of cony-catching. 

Gru. Why therefore fire; for I have caught extream 
cold. Where's the cook ? is ſupper ready, the houſe 
trimm'd, ruſhes ſtrew d, cobwebs ſwept, the ſervingmen 
in their new fuſtian, their white ſtockings, and every offi- 
cer his wedding garment on ? be the Jacks fair without, 
the Jills fair within, carpets laid, and every thivg in order? 

Curt. All ready: and therefore I pray thee, what news? 

Gru. Firſt, know my horſe is tired, my maſter and mi- 
ſtreſs fall'n out. | 
Curt. How ? 

Gru. Out of their ſaddles into the dirt; and thereby 
hangs a tale, 

Curt. Let's ha't, good Crumio. 

Cru, Lend thine ear. 

Curt, Here, | 

ru. There. OY. bim. 

Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Cru, And therefore tis call'd a ſenſible tale: and this 
cuff was but to knock at your ear, and beſeech liſtning. 
Now I begin : inprimis we came down a foul hill, my ma- 
Ker riding behind my miſtreſs, 

Curt. Both on one horſe? | 

* Cru, What's that to thee ? 

Curt, Why a horle, 

Gru. Tell thou the tale. But hadſt thou not croſt me, 
thou ſhould*ſt have heard how het horſe fell, and ſhe un- 
der her horſe : thou ſhould'ſt have heard in how miry a 
place, how ſhe was bemoil'd, how he left her with the 
horſe upon her, how he beat me becauſe her horſe ſtumbled, 
how ſhe waded through the dirt to gluck him off me; how 
he ſwore, how ſhe pray'd that never pray'd before; how 
I cry'd, how the horſes ran away, how her bridle was 
viſt, how I loſt my crupper 3 with many things of worthy 

FO memory, 
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fort memory, which now ſhall die in oblivion, and thou return 
1 unexperienc'd to thy grave, 

mio, Curt, By this reckoning he is more ſhrew than ſhe. 
Se. Ay, and that thou and the proudeſt of you all ſhall 

VS as find when — comes home. But what talk I of this ? call 
forth Nathaniel, Joſeph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Sugar- 
* fſop, and the reſt : let their heads be ſleekly comb'd, their 

eam blue coats bruſh'd, and their garters of an indifferent knit; 


ouſe let them curt'fie with their left legs, and not preſume to 
men couch a hair of my maſter's horſe ay, till they kiſs their 
ofi- hands, Are they all ready ? | 


out, | Curt, They are, 

der ? Gru, Call them forth. 

ws? | Curt. Do you hear, ho? you muſt meet my maſter. to 
mi- |* countenance my miſtreſs. a 


Gru. Why, ſhe hath a face of her own. 
| Curt. Who knows not that? 
rebx Gru. Thou, it ſeems, that call' for company to coun- 
| tenance her, 
Curt, I call them forth to credit her. 
Enter four or five Serving-men, 
Cru. Why, ſhe comes to borrow nothing of dn. 


bim. Nath, Welcome home, Grumio, 
Pbil. How now, Grumio ? 

this Joſ. What, Grumio! 

Ing. Nich. Fellow Crumio ! 

ma- Nath, How now, old lad? 


Gru. Welcome, you; how now, you; what, you; fel- 
low, you; and thus much for greeting. Now, my ſpruce 
companions, is all ready, and all things neat ? 

Nath, All things are ready; how near is our maſter ? 


me, Gru. E'en at hand, alighted by this; and therefore be 
un- not——cock's paſſion, filence ! 1 hear my maſter, 
ry a ; SCENE Il. Enter Petruchio and Kate, 

the Pet. Where be theſe knaves ? what, no man at door to 
bled, hold my ſtirrup, nor to take my horſe ? where is Natba- 
how mel, 1, Grey, Philip ? 

how All, Serv, Here, here, Sir; here, Sir, 
was Per. Here, Sir, here, Sir, here, Sir, here Sir? 0 
thy You loggerheaded and unpoliſh'd grooms ; 


109, You, III. L What ? 
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What? no attendance ? no regard? no duty ? 
Where is the fooliſh knave I ſent before ? 

Gru. Here, Sir, as fooltfh as I was m__ ; 

Pet. You peaſant ſwain, you whoreſon, malt- dera 
Did not I bid thee meet me in the park, Wt 
And bring along the raſcal knaves with thee ? 

Em. Nathaniel's coat, Sir, was not fully made: 
And GabriePs pumps were all unpink'd 1th” heel : 
There was no link to colour Peter's hat, 

And Walter's dagger was not come from ſheathing * 
There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and * 
The reſt were ragged, old and beggarly, 
Yet as they are, here are they come to meet you, 
Per. Go, raſcals, go and fetch my ſupper in. [ Exe. Setv, 


Where is the life that late I led ? [Sings. © 


Where are thoſe # fit down, Kate, " 
And welcome. Soud, ſaud, ſoud, feud, — | Humming, 
Enter Servants wit | 
Why, when I ſay ? nay, good ſweet Kate, de merry. 
Off with my boots, you rogue: you villains, when? 
It 2was the friar of orders grey, [ Sings, 
As be forth wwaked on his tvay. 
Out, out, you rogue! you pluck my foot awry. 
Take that, and mind the plucking off the other. [Fas him, 
Be merry, Kate : ſome water here; what hoa ! 
Enter one touth water. 
Where's my ſpaniel Treilus 7 firrah, get you knee, 
And bid my couſin Ferdinand come hither : 
One, Kate, that you muſt kiſs, and be acquainted with, 
Where are my ſſippers ? ſhall I have ſome water? 
Come, Kate, and waſh, and welcome heartily : 
You whoreſon villain, will you let it fall ? 
Cath, Patience, I pray you, "twas a fault unwilling, 
Pat. A whoreſon, 2 headed, flat - car d knave ; 
Come, Kare, fit down ; I know you have a ſtomach. 
Will you give thanks, Eweer Kaze, or elſe ſhall 1? 
What is this, mutton '? | 
1. Serv. Yes. 
Pet. Who brovght 1 it 2 
erw. I. 


- 
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Per, »Tis burnt, and ſo is all the meat : | 


What dogs are theſe ? where is the raſcal cool? 
Ho durft you, villains, bring it from the dreſſer, 
And ſerve it thus to me that love it not? 


There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all: 

. | Throws the meat, &c. about the flage, 
Fou heedleſs jolt-heads, and unmanner d ſlaves | 

What, do you grumble ? I'll be with you ftraight, 

Cath, I pray you, huſband, be not ſo diſquiet ; 


The meat was well, if you were ſo contented. 
Y ö Pet. I tell thee, Kate, "twas burnt and dry'd away, 
And I expreſly am forbid to touch it: 


For it engenders choler, planteth anger, 


And better *twere that both of us did faft, 
Since of our ſelves our ſelves are cholerick, 


Than feed jt with ſuch over-roafted fleth : 


7 Be patient, for to-morrow't ſhall be mended, 
And for this night we'll faſt for company. 
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. [ Exevnc; 


Enter Servants ſeverally, 
Nath, Peter, didſt ever ſee the like ? 
Peter, He kills her in her own humour, 
Gru, Where 1s he ? 
84 Enter Curtis. 


1 In her chamber, making a ſermon of contineney 
to ner, 
And tails, and ſweats, and rates ; and ſhe poor ſoul 
Knows not which way to ſtand, to look, to ſpeak, 
And 6ts as one new- riſen from a dream, 
Away, away; for he is coming hither, [ Exeunr. 
SCENE III. Enter Petruchio. 
Pet. Thus have I politickly begun my reign, 


And *tis my hope to end ſucceſefully: 
My faulcon now is ſharp, and paſſing empty, 


And till the ſtoop, ſhe muſt not be full gorg d, 


For then the never looks upon her lure, 


3 Another way I have to man my haggard, 
To make her come, and know her keeper's call: 


That is, to watch her, as we watch. theſe kites, 


1 hat bait and beats and will gor be obedient. 
=_ 2 G 
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She eat no meat to-day, nor none ſhall eat. „ 
Laſt night ſhe ſlept not, nor to- night ſhall not: 7 
As with the meat, ſome undeſerved fault | . 
Tl find about the making of the bed, | 
And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolſter, 
This way the coverlet, that way the ſheets ; 

and amid this hurly I'll pretend e 
Th all is done in reverend care of her, 51 
And in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch all night: 
And if ſhe chance to nod, Ill rail and brawl, 
And with the clamour keep her {till awake. 
This is a way to kill a wife with kindneſs, 
And thus I'll curb her mad and headſtrong humour, 
He that knows better how to tame a ſhrew, k 
Now let him ſpeak, tis charity to ſhew. [Exit 

SCENE IV. PAD UA. 2 
Enter Tranio and Hortenſio. 

Tra. Is't poſſible, friend Licio, that Bianca | 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ? 0 
I tell you, Sir, ſhe bears me fair in hand. 

Her. To ſatisfie you, Sir, in what J ſaid, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 

Enter Bianca and Lucentio. * 

Luc. Now, miſtreſs, profit you in what ou read ? 

Bian, What, maſter, read you ? firſt reſolve me chat. 

Luc. I read that I profeſs, the art of love. | | 

Bian. And may you prove, Sir, maſter of your art! 

Luc, While you, ſweet dear, prove miſtreſs of my heart. 

Her, Quick proceeders ! marry ! now tell me, I pray, 
you that durſt ſwear that your miſtreſs Bianca lov'd none 
in the world fo well as Lucentio. 

Tra. O deſpightful love, unconſtant womankind ! . 

J tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. tA 

Her. Miſtake no more, I am not Licio, l 
Nor a muſician, as I ſeem to be, Lite, 
But one that ſcorn to live in this diſguiſe, 
For ſuch a one as leaves a gentleman, 
And makes a God of ſuch a cullion 
Know, Sir, that I am call'd Horten ſio. WOE 22S 

Tra, Signior Hortenfio, I have often heard x 2: 
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Of your entire affeQion to Biance, 
And ſince mine eyes are witneſs of her lightneſs, 
1 will with you, if you be ſo contented, 
Forſwear Bianca and her love for ever. 

Hor. See how they kiſs and court, Signior Lacentie, 
Here is my hand, and here 1 firmly vow 
Never to woo her more, bat do forſwear her - 
As one unworthy all the former favours 
That I have fondly flatter'd ber withal. | 

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath, 
Never to marry her, tho' ſhe intreat. 
Fie on her, ſee how beafily ſhe doth court him. 

Hor. Would all the world but he had quite forſworn her! 
For me, that I may ſurely keep mine oath, 
I will be married to a wealthy widow, 
Ere three days paſs, which has as long lov'd me, 
As I have lov'd this proud diſdainful haggard. 


And fo farewel, Signior Lucencie. 


Kindneſs in women, not their beauteous looks, 

Shall win my love: and ſo I take my leave, 

In reſolution as I ſwore before. [ Exit Hat, 
Tra, Miſtreſs Bianca, bleſs you with ſuch grace, 

As longeth to a lover's bleſſed caſe ! 

Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle love, 

And have forſworn you with Hortenſo. 
Bin. Tranio, you jeſt ; but have you both forſworn me ? 
Tra, Miſtreſs, we have. | 
Luc. Then we are rid of Liao, 

Tra. T'faith, he'll have a luſty widow now, 

That ſhall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 

Bian, God give him joy 
Tra, Ay, and he'll tame her. 
Bian. He ſays ſo, Tranio. 
Tra. Faith he is gone unto the taming ſchool, 
Bian, The taming ſchool ? what, is there ſuch a place? 
Tra, Ay, miſtreſs, and Petruchio is the maſter, 
That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, 
To tame a ſhrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 
SCENE V. Enter Biondello, 
Dias, Oh maſter, made, 1 have watch'd ſo long, 
5 3 


. 
© x on — 1 — — Set 2 
4 c 
, 
1 
1 


An ancient engle coming down the hill 
Will ſerve the turn. 
Tra. What is he, Biondello ? 


5. 


11 Luc. And what of him, Tranio? 


ru make bim glad to ſeem Yincentio, 
| in: And give affurance to Baptiſta Minola, 
| 1 As if he were the right Vincentio: 


Enter a Pedant, 
Ped. God fave you, Sir, 


10 Tra. What countryman, I pray ? 
if | Pad. Of Mantua, 


Hath publiſh'd and proclaim'd it openly 


| | You might have heard it elſe proclaim 
. dil! .. Ped. Alas, Sir, it is worſe for me 


— —] n — 


Fed. Ay, Sir, in Piſa have I often 
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That I'm dog-weary ; but at laſt T ſpied 51 


Bien, Maſter, a mercantant, orelſe a pedant 
I know not what; but formal in apparel ; 
1 In gate and countenance ſurly like a father, 


Tra. If he be credulous, and truſt my tale, = 
Take me your love, and then let me alone, 


| Tra. And you, Sir; you are welcome: 
| Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheſt ? 
1 Ped. Sir, at the fartheſt for a week or two; 
11 But then up farther, and as far as Rome ; 
11 And ſo to Tripoly, if God lend me life, 


I Tra, Of Mantua, Sir, ſay you? God forbid ! 
[it it And come to Padua, careleſs of your life ? . 
i | * Ped, My life, Sir | how, I pray? for that goes hard. 
| Tra. *Tis death for any one of Mantua (v1 
II To come to Padua; knew you not the cauſe ? 
| | | Your ſhips are ſtaid at Venice, and the Duke 

| (For private quarrel *twixt your Duke and him,) 


Lf | *Tis marvel, but that you're but newly come, 
vis 'd abour, 


| For I have bills for mony by exchange 
Frem Florence, and muſt here deliver them. 
Tra, Well, Sir, to do you courteſie, 
This will I do, and this will I adviſe you; 
By Firſt tell me, have you ever been at Piſa ? 


[Ex, Lue. & Ban. 


than ſo ; 


been; 


3 Piſa renowned for grave citizens, - 


A merchant of incom wealth. 


This favour will I do you for his ſake ; 
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Tra. Among them know you one Fiacentio f 2 
Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him; 


Tra, He is my fa Sir 3 and, ſooth to ſay, 
In count nance — doth reſemble you. 15 


Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyſter, and all one. 


„ 


Tra. To fave your life in this extremity, 5 


And think it not the worſt of all your fortunes 
That you are like to Sir Vincentio : | 


2 His name and credit ſhall you. undertake, 


And in my houſe you ſhall be friendly lodg'd : | 
Look that you take upon you as you ſhould. 5 
You underſtand me, Sir: ſo ſhall you ſtay 
*Till you have done your buſineſs in the citx. 
If this be ,court*fie, Sir, accept of it. 
Ped, Oh, Sir, I do, and will repute you ever 
The patron of my life and liberty, | 
Tra. Then go with me to make the matter good 3 
This by the way I let you underſtand, | 
My father is here look'd for every day, 
To paſs aſſurance of a dowre in marri 1 
*Twixt me and one Baptiſia's daughter here: p 
In all theſe circumſtances I'll inftru& you: 
Go with me, Sir, to cloath you as becomes you, [ Zxcunt. 
Lord. Who's within there * | 
2 Enter Servants. 
Aſleep again ! go take bim eaſily up, and put bim in bis own 
apparel again, But ſee you wake bim not in any caſe. | 
Serv, Ir ſhall be done, my lord : come help to — im hence, 
ACT V. 8G ENI I. 
Petruchio's Country- beuſe. Enter Catharina and Grumio, 
Gru. O, no, forſooth, I dare not for my life. 
NE Cath, The more my wrong, the more his 
- ſpite a 


ppears : 
What, did he marry me to famiſh me ? 


EE 
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Beggars that come unto my father's door, 
Upon intreaty, have a alms 3 | 

If not, elſewhere they meet with charity x 
But I, who never knew how to intreat, 

Nor never needed that I ſhouli intreat, 

Am ftarv'd for meat, giddy for lack of fleep ; undd a! 
er- ere 
And that which ſpights me more than all theſe wants, 

He does it under name of perfect lone: 
As who would ſay, if I ſhould ſleep or eat ; 
*Twere deadly fickneſs, or elſe preſent death: rtf. "Ml 
I pr*ythee go, and get me Gome repaſt; TITS. 
I care not what, ſo it be wholeforne food. | 
— What fay you to a neat's foot ? ; 
Cath. Ti pads goody — let an ane it 
Gre. I fear it is too ſlegmatic a meat; 
How ſay you to a fat tripe finely broil'd ? 
Cath, I like it well; good Cie, fetch it me. 
Gru, T cannot tell, I fear it's cholerick : 
vey you to a piece of beef and-muſtard ? 
Cath,” A dith that I do love to feed upon. 
Gra, Ay, but the muſtard is too hot a little. 
Cath. Why then the beef, and lex the routtied ref L 
Cru. Nay, then, I will not: you ſhall have the muſtard, 
Or elſe you get no beef of Gruno. 
Cath, Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. | 
Gru, Why then the-muſtard e'en without the beef. 99 
Cath. Oo, get thee gone, thou falſe deluding ſla ve, 
| Beats bim. 
That ſeed'ſt me with the very name of meat: 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you 
'That triumph thus upon my miſery ! 
B80, get thee gone, I fay. 
| \ SCENE I, 
Enter Petruchio and Hortenfio wich meat, 
Pe. How fares my Kate ? what, Greeting, all mort? 
Hor. Miſtreſs, what cheer ?  -  -/ X 
Cath, Fsith, as cold as can be. 
Fer. Pluck vp thy ſpirits ; look cheerfully upon me 5 
_ love, thou ſcelt how Giligent L am, T 
> - 
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What, not a word ? nay then, thou low ſt it not a 
And all my pains is ſorted to no * 
* Here take away the diſh, | 


And ſo ſhall mine before you 


Much good do it unto thy gentle heart; 
* Kate, eat apace. 
Will we return unto thy father's houſe, 
And revel it as bravely as the beſt, | 

With ker coats, and caps, and golden rings 
Wich ryffs, and cuffs, and'fardingals, e 
Witch ſcarfs, and fans, and double change of brav ry, 
With amber-bracelets, beads and all this knay 

2 What, haſt thou din'd ? the taylor ftays thy —— 
Jo deck thy body with his raftling 
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To dreſs thy meat my ſelf, and bring it thee 2 
A 5 ne | 


Cath,*Pray, let it ftand. 

Pet. The pooreſt rde b ropabb with thanks, 
touch the meat, 
Cath, I thank you, Sir. 

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie, you are to blame : 


3 Come, miſtreſs Kate, I'll bear you 


company. 
Pet. Eat it up all, Hortenſi o, if thou loveſt me 


And now, my honey 


treaſure, 
SCENE III. Enter Taylr. 


q Come, taylor, let us ſee theſe ornaments, 


Emer Haberds 


Lay forth the gown, What news „ Sie? 121 


Hab. Here is the cap your worſhip did beſpeak. 
Per. Why, this was moulded on a porringer, 


A velvet diſh,; fie, fie, tis lewd and filthy: 
> Why, tis a cockle or a walnut-ſhell, | 
A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap. - 
Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 


Catb. . I'll have no this doth fit the time, 


A And gentlewomen wear ach caps as theſe. | 
= Pe. When you are gentle, you ſhall have one too, 


25 That will not be in lage. as 
b 75 5 — — to ſpeaks 
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Pour betters have endur'd me fay m mind; 

And if you cannot, beſt you ſtup your ears. ; 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 

Or elſe my heart concealing it will break 2 Yar 24% 20A 

And rather than it ſhall, I will be free | © + 

Even to the ntmoſt 85 L pleaſe in dene | " 
Pet. Why thou fay'ſt true, it isa 

A cuſtard coffin, a bauble, a fken pie . Ich buA 

Thore theewell in that thou H A noe. a 
Cath, Love me, or love me not, Like the cap, | 


And I will have it, or I will have none. 


Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay 3 come, : let us beet, 
O mercy, heav'n, what maſking ſtuff is here ? 
What? this a ſleeve ? tis lilde-a demi · cannon j 
What, up and. do carv'd like an apple- att? 
Here's ſnip, and nip, and cut, and ſliſh, and ſhſh, 
Like to a cenſer in a barber's ſhop 2 
Why, what a. devil's name, taylor, call'& thou this? 
by, I ſce the's like to've neither cap nor gown. Aude. 
Tay. You bid me make it uderiy and well, 
According to the faſhion of the time. | 
Pet. Marry, and did: but if you be remembred,' 
I did not bid you marr it to the time. | 
n * - : 
you ſhall hop without my cuflom, Sir: nai  K 
Tien ef k hence, male your beſt of it. FE 
Cath. I never ſaw u better faſbian'd gown, 
More quaint, . 
Belike you mean to make a puppet of me. 
Per. Why, true ; he means to make a puppet of the: 
Tay. She — mak: a puxpt of ber. 
Pe, O monſtrous arrogance ! 
Thou lieſt, thou thread, chou thiroble thou | than let, 
Thou yard, three quarters, half yard, quarter, al, 5 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket thou! bb. 
Brav'd in mine own houſe with. a ſuein of thread | . 
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant, 
Or I ſhall fo be-mete thee with' thy yard, 
As thou ſhalt think on prating whilſt thou liv'& ; 
I tell thee I, that thou haſt marr'd her gown. | - hes 1 
— 27. 


Taye 
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Ty, Vor worlhip & dettiy'd, the zown i mide 
uſt as my maſter had direQion, 2 
e gave order how it ſhould be done. eat 
r. 1 gave him no order; I gave him the ſtuff. 
Tay. Bat how did you defire it ſhould be de ? 
Gru. Marry, Sir, with needle and thread. 
Tay. But did yon not requeft to have it cut? 
Gru, Thou haft fac'd many things, 
Tay. 1 have. __ p a + 
Gru, Face not me: thou haft brav'd many men, brave 
not we; 1 will neither be e' d nor brav'd. 1 hy unte 
thee, 1 bid thy maſter cut out” che gown, but I did not bid 
him cut it to pieces. Ergo thou Heft. 
Tay. Why, here is the note of the fafhior! to teſtify. 
Pet, Read A. eee 
Gru. The note lies in's throat if he fay I faid ſo. 
Tay. Inprimis, a looſe - bodied gown, IT 
Gru. Maſter, if ever I faid looſe-bodied gown, fow me 
up in the ſkirts of it, and beat me to death with a bottom 
of brown thread: I faida gown, . 
Pet. phone ypc 4 > 
Tay. With a ſmall compaſt "ao 
Gor I confeſs the cape. x thy 
Tay. With a trunk ffeeve, 
Gru. I confeſs two ſleeves, 
Tay. The ſleeves curionſſy cot. 
Pet. Ay, there's the villainy. ; 
Gru, Error i' th' bill, Sir, error i” th* bill: I commands 
ed the ſleeves ſhould be cut out, and fow'd up again; and 
that I'll prove upon thee, tho" thy Httle finger be armed in 
a thimble. TOE ; . 
Tay, This is true that I fay, an I had thee in place 
where, thou ſhou'dſt know it. 
Gru, I am for thee ſtraight: take thou the bill, give 
me thy mete - yard, and ſpare me not. 
Hor, God-amercy, Grumio, then he ſhall have no odds. 
Pet, Well, Sir, in brief the gown is not for me. 
Gre, You are i th' right, Sir, tis for my miſtreſs, 
Pet, Go take it up unto thy maſter's uſe, = * 
I . 


Oo take it hence, be gone, and fa 
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Gru. Villain, not for thy life; take up my miſtreſs's 
gown for thy maſter's uſe ! 

Pet, 0 Sir, what's your conceit in that? 

Gru. Oh, Sir r 
Take up my miftreſs's gown unto his maſter's uſe ? ..-- 
Oh ſie, fie, fie! 

Pet, " Hortanſio, fay thou wilt ſee the taylor paid, [kt 

lor, I'll pay thee for thy gown to- 

Hor. Taylor, pay ee for _ marrow, 
Take no unkindneſs of his haſty words: 

Away 1 ſay, commend me to thy maſter. [ Exit Tayler, 

Pet. Well, come, my Kate, we will unto your RO | 
— pedo honeſt mean habiliments : 
Our be proud; our garments 5 | 
For tis the mind that makes the body rich, > 
And as the ſun breaks through the darkeft clouds, 4 
So honour peereth in the meaneſt habit. | # 
What, is the jay more precious than the lark, f 

uſe his feathers are more beautiful ? Z 
is the adder better than the eel, 


Becauſe his painted skin contents the eye-? 4 
Oh no, good Kate; neither art thou the worſe | | 
For this poor furniture, arid mean array, 


If thou account” it ſhame, lay it on me; 
And therefore frolick ; we will hence forthwith, 
To feaſt and ſport us at thy father's houſe, 
Go call my men, and let us ſtraight to him, 
And bring our horſes unto Long -lane end, 
There will we mount, and thither walk: on foot. 
Let's fee, 1 think *tis now ſome ſeven a-clock, 
And well we may come there by dinner- time. 
. Cath,” I dare aſſure you, Sir, tis almoſt two; 
And*twill be ſupper-time ere you come there, 
Pet. It ſhall be ſeven ere I go to horſe : 
Look, what I ſpeak, or do, or think to do, 
You are ſtill crofling it; Sus, let't alone, 
1 will not go to-day, and ere I do, 
It ſhall be what a clock I ſay it is. 
Her, Why, ſo; this 3 will command the ſun. 
[Exeunt Pet, Cath. and Hor. 
SCENE 
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SCENE IV. Pads. 
| Enter Tranio, and the Palant dre like Vincentio. 
Tra. Sir, this is the houſe, pleaſe it yore 

for; Ped, Ay, ay, what elſe, and (but Wr 


Signior Baptiſta may remember me 
Near twenty years ago in Genoa, | 
the, | Where we were lodgers, at the Pegaſus, I. * 
" : Tra. Tis well, and hold your on in any caſe 
v, With ſuch auſterity as longeth to a father, 

1 Enter 4 
ar. Ped. I warrant you: but, Sir, here comes bo 
ber e, * *Twete good that he were ſchool' d. your be ) 
nid Tra, Fear . not him; 

FSirrah Biondello, do your duty throughly „ 


* Imagine twere the right Vincentio. 
r Bion. Tut, fear not me. 
f Tra. But haſt thou done thy errand to Bapriſa 
5 Bion. I told him that your father was in Yenice, 
And that you look'd for him in Padua. 
Tra. Th art a tall fellow, hold thee that to drink; 

Here comes Baptiſta z {et your countenance, Sir, 
1 SCENE V. Ester Baptiſta and Lucentio. 
0 Tra, Signior Baptiſta, you are happily met: 
Fir, this is the gentleman I told you of; 0 

I pray you ſtand, good father, to me now, 

Give me Bianca for my patrimony. 

Ped. Soft, ſon. 

Sir, by your leave, having come to Padue 

To gather in ſome debts, my fon Lucentio 

Made me acquainted with a weighty cauſe 

Of love between your daughter and himſelf; 

And for the report I heat of you, 

And for the love he beareth to your daughter, 

And ſhe to him; to ſtay him not too long, 

I am content in a good father's care | 

To have him match'd, and if you pleaſe to like 

No worſe than I, Sir, upon ſorne agreement, 

Me ſhall you find moſt ready and moſt willing 

With one conſent to have her ſo beſtowed: 
or. For curious I cannet be with you, | 
NE I Vor. III. M Signior 


„ 


— 
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Signior Baptiſta, of whom T heat ſo well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to ſay. 
Vobr plainneſs and your ſhortneſs pleaſe me well * P 
Right true it is, your ſon Lucentio here * 
Doth love my daughter, and ſhe loveth him 
Or both diſſemble deeply their affections; 


And therefore if you ſay no more than this * 


That like a father you will deal with him, 
And paſs my daughter a ſufficient dowry, | 
The match is fully made, and all is done, 
Vour ſon ſhall have my daughter with conſent. 
Tra. I thank you, Sir. Where then do you trow is beſt 
We be affied, and ſuch aſſurance ta en, 
As ſhall with either part's agreement ſtand? 
Bap. Not in my houſe, Lucentio, for you know 
Pitchers have ears, and I have many ſervants ; | 
Beſides, old Gremio is hearkning ſtill, 
And haply then we might be interrupted. 
Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you, Sir; 
There doth my father lye ; and there this night 


We ll paſs the buſineſs privately and well: 


Send for your daughter by your ſervant here, 
My boy ſhall fetch the ſcrivener preſently, 
The worſt is this, that at ſo ſlender warning 
You're like to have a thin and ſlender pittance. 
Bap. It likes me well. Go, Cambio, hie you home, 
And bid Bianca make her ready ſtraight : 
And if you will, tell what hath happen'd here 
Lucentio's father is arriv'd in Padua, 
And now ſhe's like to be Lucentio's wiſe. 
Luc, I pray the Gods ſhe may with all my heart, [Exit. 
Tra, Dally not with the Gods, but get thee gone. 
Signior Baptiſta, ſhall 1 lead the way ? 
Welcome] one meſs is like to be your cheer, 
But come, Sir, we will better it in Piſa, 
I follow you. [Exeunt, 
SCENE VI. Enter Lucentio and Biondello. 
Bion. Cambis ! 
Luc. What ſay'ſ thou, Biondello ? 
. You ſaw my maſter wink and laugh rn you. 


© 
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| . Biondello, what of that? 

A Bion. Faith, nothing; but h'as left me here behind to 
»wP expound the meaning or moral. of his ſigns and tokens, A 
N '* Luc. I pray thee, moraliae them. | 

Bion. Then thus. Baptiſta is ſafe, a with the de- 

ceeiving father of a deceitful ſon. 
Lac. And what of him? | 
| Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you to the ſupper. 

Luc. And then? 

Bion. The old prieſt at St. Luke's church is at your com- 

[- fl mand at all hours. | N 

is bet Luc. And what of all this ? : 

| | Bien. I cannot tell, except they are buſied about a coun- 

| - 7 terfeit aſſurance ; take you aſſurance of her, Cum 2 dat, 

N - 2? ad rmptimendum lam z to th* church take the prieſt, 

ü and ſome ſufficient honeſt witneſſes: 
I If this de not that you look for, I have no more to ſay, 
Zut bid Bianca farewel for ever and a day. 

„Luc. Hear'ſt thou, Biondello? ; 

Bion. I cannot tarry; I knew a wench married in 2 

7 afternoon as ſhe went to the garden for parſly to ſtuff a rab 

bet, and ſo may you, Sir, and ſo adieu, Sir; my maſter 


be EI eb 
58 — 1 
— A 


y | hath appointed me to go to St, Luke's, to bid the prieſt be 
ready to come againſt you come with your appendix, Ls, 
; Luc. I may, and will, if ſhe be ſo contented : 


Jus will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould I doubt ? - 
XZ Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her: þ 
E It ſhall go hard if Cambio go without her. [Exitz: 


SCENE VII. Te Road to Padua. 
Enter Petruchio, Catharina, and Hortenſio. 
* Pet, Come ona God's name, once more tow rds our father 8. 
; | > Good Lord, how bright and goodly ſhines the moon 
ers. The moon the ſun; it is not moon-light now. 


| Per. I ſay it is the moon that ſhines ſo bright. 4 
a Cath, I know it is the fun that ſhines ſo bright. 
Per. Now by my mother's ſon, and that's my elf, 
ello, Itt ſhall be moon, or ſtar, or what I liſt, 
Or ere I journey to your father's bouſe: 
| X Goon, and fetch our horſes back again. 
you. Þ} Evermore croſt and croft, nothing but croſt! 


MA | M 2 H, 
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Her. Say as he ſays, or we ſhall never go. 
- Cath, Forward I pray, inet wee hawe eames tothe, \ 8 
And be it moon, or ſun; or what you pleaſee 
And if you pleaſe to call it a ruſh candle, 1 4 
Henceſorth I vow it ſhall be fo for me. "og 
Pet. I ſay it is the moon. © vis 
Cath, I know it is the moon. k 
Pet. Nay then, you lie; it is the bleſſed fan. 4 
Cath, Then, God be bleſt, it is the bleſſed ſuns : 
Hut ſun it is not, when you ſay | it- is not, L x 
And the moon changes even as your mind. * 8 Df 
What you will have it nam d, even chat it is, 43 
And ſo it ſhall be ſo for Catharine. ebe 3 
© Hor, Petruchio, go thy way, the field is won. 
Per. Well, forward, forward, thus the mmer ; 
And not unluckily againſt the bias : 
But foft, ſome company is coming here. | 
SCENE VIII. 2 Vincentio. 3 
Good morrow, gentle miſtreſs, where away ? [To Vin, N 
Tell me, ſweet Kate, and tell me truly too, L 
Haſt thou beheld a freſher gentlewoman ? 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks! 
What ftars do ſpangle heaven with ſuch beauty, « 
As thoſe two eyes become that heav*nly face ? 742 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee : 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's ſake. 1 
1 He will make the man mad, to make woman of | 


* Cath. Young budding virgin, fair, and freſh, and ſweet, 
Whither away, or where is thy aboad ? 


in tne wth Fee ond erent. 160%, 1e find tro Peardes? 
r ſeeming et W 
the ret of og Tm a] ad 


+ 


* 


Fair lovely maiden, young and affable, 5 
More clear of hue, and 2 far more beautiful 
Than precious ſardonyx, or purple rocks 
Of amethiſts, or gliſtering hyacinthi=--- + 
- ou 7 ay — re na cry frat 

at ait love right and c ne 
Beauteous and ately 2 the eye traimd 00 birt : 0 
As ęlorious as the morning waſh'd with — 5 ING 
Wighin whoſe eyes ſhe 12 beams, 
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; Happy the parents of ſo fair a child; . 
* Happier the man whom favourable ſtars 
Allot thee to for his lovely bedfellow ! 
Piet. Why, how now, Kate, I hope thou art not mad} 
© This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered, 
And not a maiden, as thou ſay & he is, 
* Cath, Pardon, old father, my miſtaken eyes, 
1 That have been ſo bedazled with the ſun, 
2 That every thing I look on ſeemeth green, 
No I perceive thou art a reverend father: 
© Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miſtaking. | 
I Pet. Do, good old grandfir, and withal make known 
Which way thou travelleſt ; if along with us, 
e We ſhall be joyful of thy company. 
r 3 Vin. Fair Sir, and you my merry miſtreſs too, 
That with your 'frange encounter much amaz'd me. 
My name is call'd Vincentio, dwelling Piſa, 
* 4 And bound I am to Padua, there to viſit 2 
[To Vin, A ſonof mine, which long L have not ſeen, 4 
Pet. What is his name? 3 
Vin, Lucentio, gentle Sir. | 
Piet. Happily met, the happier for thy ſon 3 { 
2 And now by law as well as reverend age, 
I may entitle thee my loving father: 
© The fiter of my wife, this ggntlewoman, 
117 25 ſon by this hath — Wonder not, 
roman of Nor be not griev'd, ſhe is of good eſteem, '1 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth; 
ad Feet, G ; Beſide, fo qualified, as may beſeem 
The ſpouſe of any noble gentleman, 
Leet me embrace with old Vincentio, 
Prncder+ 5 And wander we to ſee thy honeſt ſon, 
ann Wbo will of thy arrival be full joyous. 
Vin. But is this true, or is it elſe your plcaſure, 
Like pleaſant travellers, to break a jeſt ä | | 
$ | Upon the company you overtake ? 
And golden ſummer ſleeps upon th — i | 
Wrap up thy radiations in ſome c ; 
Left that thy beauty make this fately town 


Unhabitable as the burning zone, _ - WY | 
Wich ſweet teflections of thy lovely face, 


an i M 3 Hor, 


. py 


* 
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Hor, I do aſſure thee, father, ſo it is. 

Pet. Come, go along, and ſee the truth hereof. » + 
For our firſt merriment hath made thee jealous. { Exenntt- 

Hor. Petruchio, well | this hath put me in heart. 
Have to my Widow, and if ſhe be froward, 


Then haſt thou taught Hortenfio to be untoward, [Fas 


SCENE IX. Padua. 
Before Lucentio's Houſe, Enter Biondello, Lucentio ny 
Bianca; Gremio-wwalking on one "fide. 
Bion. Softly and ſwiftly, Sir, for the prieſt is ready. 
Luc. I fly, Biondello ; but they may chance to need thee: 
at home, therefore leave us. 

Bion. Nay, faith, I'll ſee the church o' your back, 2 
then come back to my buſineſs as ſoon as I can, [729 
Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while. | 
Enter Petruchio, Catharina, Vincentio and Grumio, with' 

Attendants, 5 
Pet. Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio's houſe, 
My father's bears more towards the market- place, 
Thither muſt I, and here I leave you, Sir, 
Vin. You ſhall not chuſe but drink. before you go ; 
I think I ſhall command your welcome here ; 
And by all likelihood ſome cheer is toward. [ Kinocke, 
Gre, They're buſie within, you were beſt knock loyder, 
„ hooks out of the ewvindow, 
Ped, What's he that s as he would beat down 


the pate ? 


Vin, Is Sigmor Lucentis within, Sir? 

Ped, He's within, Sir, but not to be ſpoken withal. 

Vin, What if a man bring him a hundred pound or two, 
to make merry withal ? 

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to your ſelf, he ſhall 
need none as long as I live. 

Pet. Nay, I told you your ſon was belov'd in Padua, 
Do you hear, Sir? to leave frivolous circumſtances, I pray 
you, tell Signior Lucentio that his father is come from Piſa, 
and 1s here at the door to ſpeak with him, 

Ped. Thou lieſt, his father is come to Padua, and here 
looking out of the window, 1 

* 
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N. Art chou his father? x 
Ped. Ay, Sir, ſo his mother fays, if I may believe her. 
Pa. Why, how now, gentleman! why, this is flat kna- 
yery to take upon you another man's name, 
Ped. hands on the villain. I believe he mcars to 
cozen ſome body in this city under my countenance, r 
SCENE X. Enter Biondells. 
| Bien, I have ſeen them in the church together. 
ſend em good ſhipping! but who is here? mine old , 
Vincentio ] now we are undone, and brought to nothing. 
Vin. Come hither, erackhemp. Ling Bien, 
Bion. I hope I may chuſe, Sir. 
Vis. Come hither, you rogue 5 what, have you forgot 


me ? 

Bion. Forgot you? no, Sir: I could not forget you, for 
kene Gb 56% Lafire in alt why Bis 

Vin, What, you notorious villaing didſt thou never ſes 
thy maſter's father YVincentio ? - 8 | 

Bien. What, wy old worſhipſul old maſter 7 yes marry, 
, Ge where he locks out of the window: 

Vin, Is't fo indeed? He beats Bion. 
. Help, help, help, here's a mad-man will mur - 


Me. 

Ped. Help, ſon; help, Signior Baptiſa. a 

Pet. Pr'ythee, Kate, let's ſtand fide, and fee the end 
of this controverſie. | 

Eater Pedant with Servants, Baptiſta and Tranio. 

Tra, Sir, what are you that offer to beat my ſervant? 

Via. What am I, Sir; nay, what are you, Sit? oh 
immortal Gods ! oh fine villain! a filken doublet, a velvet 
hoſe, a ſcarlet cloak and a copatain hat: oh, I am undone, 
I am undone ! while I play the good huſband at home, my 
fon and my ſervants ſpend all at the univerſity. 

Tra, How now, what's the matter? 

Bop, What, is this man lunatick ? 

Tra, Sir, you ſeem a ſober ancient gentleman by your 


habit, but your words ſhew you a mad-man ; why, Sir, 
what concerns it you if I wear pearl and gold? I thank 
my good father, I am able to maintain it, * 


Vn. 
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Pix. Thy father! ob villain be i . Alter in By- 


2 Vou miſtake, Sir, vou miſtake, Sir z- pray.what 
do u think is his-name 2.. 

rn, His name? as if I knew not his name: 1 have 
brought bim vp ever ſince he was three years old, and his, 
name is Tranio. 

Ped, Away, away, mad aſs, his name is Lacentio, and 
| he is mine only ſon, mann 
Vincentio. 

Vn. Lucentio! oh, be hath murthered his maſter ; lay 
hold on him I charge you in the Duke's name ; oh my 
ſon, my ſon, tell me, thou villain, where is my fon Lu- 
centio ? 

Se. Ol ah. mn afiher 32 cory: ths ntfs 
the jail 3 father Baptiſia, I charge ou lee a he be 

coming. 

Vin. Carry me to hal? | 

| Gre, Stay, officer, D 

Bap. Talk not, Signior Gremyo : I ſay ſhall go 0 


iſon. 
— Take heed, Signior Baptiſta, leſt you be cony⸗ 
catch'd in this buſineſs; I dare ſwear this is rare: on 
Fi ncentio. 
Ped. Swear, if thou dar ſt. 
Gre. Nay, I dare not ſwear it. 
Tra. Then thou wert beſt ſay, that I am not Tana, 
Gre, Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 
Bap. Away with the dotard, to the jail with him. 
Enter Lucentio and Bianca. 
Vin. Thus ſtrangers may be hal'd and abus d; oh mon- 
ſtrous villain ! 
Bion. Oh, we are ſpoil'd, and youder he is, deny him, 
forſwear him, or elſe we are all undone. 
Exe. Biondello, Tranio and Pedant. 
| SCENE XI. 
Luc. Pardon, ſweet father. L Kneeling, 
Vin, Lives my ſweet ſon ? 
Bian, Pardon, dear father, | 
£ Rep. How haſt thou cftendcd ? where i is Lucentio? 2 
ul, 
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Li. "Here's Lucentid, right ſon to the right Vncentis, 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mine: 


| | While counterfeit ſoppoſem bleer d thine eyes. 


Gre, Here's packing with a witneſs to deceive u. | r 
Vin, Where is that damned villain Trav's, 
That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter ſo ? 
Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio F 
Bian, Cambio is chang'd into Lucent io. 
Luc, Love wrought theſe miracles. Biancas love 


Made me exchange my ſtate with Trans, 

> While he did bear my countenanee in the town: 

And happily I have arriv'd at lat 

> Unto the wiſhed hayen 

What Trans did, my ſelf enfore'd him —_ 
Then 


of my bliſs; 


him, ſweet father, for my ſake. 
Vin. T'll flit the villain's noſe that would have ſent ms 
— —.— Bens married my dangh- 
ap. But do you 
ter without Ming my good will ? = * 
Vin, Fear not, Baptiſta, we will content you, 
but I will in, to be reveng' d on this villain. Pate. 
Bap. LL Exit. 
Luc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy father will * 
xeunt, 
Gre. wage once wb rene ane, 
Out of but my ſhare of the feaſt, [Zi. 
Cath, Hind, fev's He allow, to fee the end ofthis ado 
Pet. Nan U e, Kate, and we will. | * 
Cath, What," in the midſt of the fireet ? 
Pet, What, art thou aſham'd of me? 
Cath. No, Sir, God forbid ; bot bend 6 ki 
Pet. Why then let's home again: come, firrah, let's away. 
Catb, Nay, Lol yive thee 8 15G 5 now now pray thee, love, 


lay. 
Pet. Is not this well? come, come, my ſweet Kate 3 


x Baer lats than never, for never too late. [ Exeune, ® 
SY cw , 
e 
Fa e e rum io, Hortenuio Wie 


1. At lat, 82 | 


_ 
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SCENE XII. Lucentio's Houſe — wg 

Enter Baptiſta, Petruchio, Hortenfio, Lucentio, and the 
Bap. Now in good ſadneſs, ſon Petruchia i- 5 Wir 

I think thou haſt the verieſt er of all. * 
Per. Well, I ſay no; and therefore rere 

Let's ach wan ſend unto his wife, and he - | ur 

Whoſe wife is moſt obedient to come fiuſ t. 2 

When he doth ſend for her, ball in the wager, | 


And time it ia, * when raging war is done . ; 
2 ſmile at — _ py over-blown. | "uy ©» Ur 
pl 
7 


My fair — welcome, i „n 
While 1 elf FL eg welcome thinez 1 8 
Brother 3 ſiſter Catharine, Ss CEPT SO P 
And thou, Hortenfio, with thy — Widow 3 © =_ of 
Feaſt with the beſt e ee wy bouſs 2 | e TT 
" banquet is to c ur Romachs up N a 

our great good ker: pray You, fit d b - 
For now: we ſit to chat as well as eat. 7 1 7 ny 

Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat! ee SE, 

Bap. Padua affords this kindneſs, fon Petruchis. Nie 

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kinda. 

Hor. For both our fakes I would that word were true, 4 

Fe. Now, for my life, Hertenfis fears his Widow. . 

Vid. Then never me if 1 be afeard, 

; Pet, You are very ſenſible, and yet you miſs my ſenſe?  ' | | 
mean 


Pet. Roundly re 


id. He tat f thinks the worl urn rode," | 


ow mean 


ou that? 


. Miſtreſs, 


Thus I conceive by hi 
Conceives by me, how likes Hortenſio that ? 


+. 


1 
Y * 


et, 
FFF 
et. Very w im fort 
Cath, He that is giddy thinks the world ld U rod | 
I pray you, tell me what you meant by that. A 
id. Your Husband, being troubled with a Shrew, 82 3 
Meaſures my Husband's ſorrow by his woe; 1 


now you know my meaning. * | g 
A very mean meaning. } nf Aw} 

25 re e ladeed, refhefting you; O 
ath, An mean r 

« Pet. To her, Kate. 4 : aq 2 bd 


Hor. To her, Widow. 
Pa A hundred marks, my Kate do put het down, . 8 


t's my — a 2 


— Spoke like r r ha' to (Drinks to Ho! 
Bop. How likes theſe — 1 £ 
Gs Believe me, ray 3 butt heads together well. 


SBian. Head and butt ? an haſty - witted body f — 4 
l your oo ble, pact woes head and Rs 4 


Dian. Ay, 
7. * 


but act 


bs 
— 


The Timing df the. Shrew.” 


Her. Content, what wager?! = 
Luc, Twenty crowns, iT „nel ts 1 
Pet, Twenty crowns | 7 
Ill white founich-ca-mpaniitonbeued, en 
But twenty times ſo much upon K 2 v 
Luc. A hundred then. I # d 
Hor, Content. ' LOO IOW © 34 ifs vv 1 
Per. A match, — INN 2 F441 ry 0 
Hor. Who ſhall begin? Ka WOY Of £3 AIM) ATE 
Luc. That will J. 0 ms 07 2551 y 1 Yeu 
Go, Biondello, bid your miſtreſa coma —— 11 
Bion. I go. 6 264 VF tere 


Bap. Son, I'll be your half, Bianca comes. 
Luc. Fil have nd halves: I' bear:at all my alk. per 
Re-enter n W 


How now, what news? va! vd will 4% 
Dion. Sir, my. miſtreſs ſends — a 8 
That ſhe is buſie, and cannot come. ' 44 
Pet, How ? ſhe's buſie, el cannot come': is that an 
anſwer ? 4 mm 
Gre. Ay, Ae inne trad g eanrve 
Pray God, Sir, your wife fend you not a worſe. . * 


Pet. 1 hope better. | 
Hor. Sirrah Biondello, go and intteat my wife to-come 
to me. forthwith. b Leit . 


Pet. Nay, that thou ſhalt not, Gince you have begun: 
Have at you for a better jeſt or two. 
R Am 1 your bird? I mean to ſhift my buſh : TG 
then purſue me as. you draw: your 
You are welcdme all. E Et. Bi Bianca, Cath. and Widow, 
Pet, She hath prevented me. Here, Signior Trans, 
This bird you aim'd at, tho“ you hit it not; 
Therefore a health to all that ſhot and miſs'd. 
Tra. Oh, Sir, Lucentio flip'd me like his grey-hound, 
Which runs hinyelf; and catches for his maſter. 
Pet. A good ſwift ſimile, but ſomething curriſh, 
Tra. 'Tis well, Sir, that you hunted for 2 
"Tis thonght your deer does hold you at a bay. 
Bap. Oh, 4 Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 
Luc, 1 thank thee for that gird, good Tranio. 
Hor, Confels, confeſs, hath he not hit you there ? 
Pet. He has a little gall'd me, I conſets.; 
Aud as the jeſt did glance away from me, 


* Tig ten to one it maim'd you two outright, 5 
3 SCEN 
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Pet. Oh ho! intreat her! nay then, ſhe needamuſt aue. 
Hor, I am afraid, tir, & gen * 9 

" Enter Biondello. — 

Yours will not be intreated: now; where's ay wite Þ- | 
Bien. She Tays you have forge goodly jeſt in , 

She will not come: ſhe bids you come to herr. 
Pet, Worſe and worſe, ſhe will not c! 

Oh vile, intolerable, not to be andun"ds r I 

Sirrah Grumio, go to your miſtreſs, | G 

Say I command her to come to me, [Exit Gru. 
2 I know her an rtrt. | | ) 
Pa., What? 

Her. She will not. 

Pet, — ra 
SCENE XIII. Enw Catharina. 

Bap. Now, by my hollidam, here comes Catharine, 

Cath, What is your will, Sir, that yon fend for me 

Per. Where is your ſiſter, and Hortenfio's wife? 

. Cath, They fit conferring by the parlour fire. 
Pet, Go, fetch them hither z if they deny to come, 

Swinge me them ſoundly 2 f 

Away, I ſay, and — them hither ſtraight. [ Exit Cath, 
Luc, Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder, 
Hor, And ſo it is: I wonder what it bonds. 

. Pee, Marry, peace it boads, and love, ad quiet life; 

And awful rule, and right ſupremacy 

And to be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and bappy ? 
Bap. Now fair befall thee, good Perruchio { 

The wager thou haſt won, 2nd I will add 

Unto their loſſes twenty thouſand crowns, 

Another dowry to another daughter, 

For ſhe is chang'e as ſhe had never deen. 

Pet, Nay, I will win my wager better yet, 

And ſhow more ſign of her obedience, 

Her new- built virtue and obedience, 

Enter Catharina, Bianca and Widew. 

See where ſhe comes, and brings your froward wives 

As priſoners to her womanly perſuaſion : 

Catharine, that cap of yours becomes you 1 


of 


Of with that bauble, throw it under foot. 


[ She pulls off ber cap, and throws it deu. 


Md. Lord, tet me never have a cauſe to ſigh, 
Till I be brought to ſuch a filly pals; 

Bian, Fie, what a fooliſh duty call you this ? 

Lac. I would your duty were as fooliſh too: 
The wiſdom of your duty, fair Branca, ö 
Coſt me an hundred crowns fince ſupper · time. 

Bian, The more fool you for laying on my duty. 

Pet. Catharine, I charge thee tell theſe head 
What duty they owe to their lords and huſbands, 
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, 


mid. Come, come, you're moclcing; we will have no 


Pet. Come on, I ſay, and firſt begin with her, 
Wid. She ſhall not. | 
Per. I ſay the ſhall, and firſt begin with her, 
Carb. Fie, fie, unkait that threatning unkind brow, 
And dart not ſcornfal glances from thoſe eyes, 
To wound thy lord, thy King, thy governor. 
It blots thy beauty, as froſts bite the meads, 
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds ſhake fair buds, 
And 1n no ſenſe is meet or amiable, 
A woman mov'd is hike a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill-ſeeming, thick, bereft of beauty; 
And while it is ſo, none ſo dry or thirſty 
Will dain to fip, or touch a drop of it, 
Thy huſband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy Sovereign ; one that cares for thee 
And for thy maintenance: commits his body 
To painful labour, both by ſea and land ; 
To watch the night in ſtorms, the day in cold, 
While thou ly'ſt warm at home, ſecure and ſafe, 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
But love, fair looks, and true obedience z 
Too little payment for ſo great a debt. 
Such duty as the ſubje& owes the prince, 
Even ſuch a woman oweth to her huſband : 
And when ſhe's froward, peeviſh, ſullen, ſower, 
And not obedient to his honeſt will; 
What is ſhe but a fqul contending rebel, 
Vor. III. N 


And 


- *# 
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And graceleſs traitor to her loving lord ? - 
J am aſham'd that women are ſo ſimple, 
Jo offer war where they ſhould kneel for peace 
Or ſeek for rule, ſupremacy, and ſway, 
When they are bound to ſerve, love, and obey. - 
y are our bodies ſoft, and weak and ſmooth, - | 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 
But that our ſoft conditions and our hearts 
Should well agree with our external parts ? 
Come, come, you're froward and unable worms; 
My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 
My heart as great, my reaſon haply more, 
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown 3 
But now I ſee our launces are but firaws, 
Our ſtrength is weak, our weakneſs paſt compare, 
That ſeeming to be moſt, which we indeed leaſt are. ® 
Enter two Servants bearing Sly in Bis own apparel,” and 
leave him on the flage. Then enter a Tapſter. A 
Sly awaking, ] Sim, give's ſome more wine —— what, 
all the Players gone q am not I a lord? © 
Tap. A lord with a murrain ! come, art thou drunk ftill 
Sly. Who's this? Tapſter! ob, I have bad the braveft 
dream that ever thou beardſt in all thy life, 
Tap. Yea marry, but thou hadſt befs get thee home, for 
ur wwife cuill courſe you for dreaming bere all night. 
Sly. Will ſhe ? I know how to tame a Shrew. I dreamt 
1pon it all this night, and thou baſt wak* d me out of the beſt 
eam that ever I bad, But I to my wife, and tame ber 
too, if ſhe anger me. 
» ---- » indeed leaſt are. 
Then vail your ſtomachs, for it is no boot, 
And place your hands below your husband's foot ; 
A token of which duty, if he · pleaſe. 
y hand is ready, may it do him eaſe. 
Pet, Why, there's a wench : come on, and kiſs me, Kate, 
Lue, Well, go ry Ways, old lad, for thou ſhalt ha't. 
Yn, "Tis a good hearing when children are toward, 
Luc. But a harſh hearing when women are froward. 
Pit. Come, Kate, we'll to-bed, 
We two are married, but you two are ſped. : 
Twas 1 won the wager, tho' you hit the white, 
And bring a winner, God give you good night. 
(Exe. Petruchio and Cath, 
Hor, Now go thy ways, thou haſtgam'd a curſt ſhrew. 
Tuc. Tie a wonder, by y leave, ſhe Will be Rx "4. 
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DRAMAT IS PERSONA. 


KING. of Fronce, © + © * 

Dux E of Florence, 

Bzx TRA, Count of Rouſillon. 

LAr xv, au old Lord. 

PAROLLEsS, a paraſitical follower of Bertram; a coward, 
but wain, and a great pretender to valaur. 

Two young French Loxps, that ferve with — in 
+tbe Florentine war. 4 


= a 2 Servants to the Counteſs of Rouilion 


CouxTxss of Rouſillon, Mother to Bertram, 

HELENA, Daughter 19 Geta * Narbon, @ famous my 
fictan, ſome time fance 

An old WI Dow of Florence. 

Diaxa, Daughter to the Widow, _ 

Manke, f ss | and 64 d: f. ibo Wi 


MARIANA 


Lords attending en the King, Officers, Soldiers, &. 
SCENE her partly in France, and partly in Tuſcany, 


The plot taken from Boccace, Decam. 3. Nev. 9. 
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err 
Rouſillon in France. 

Enter Bertram, I e eee e 

| | Lafeu, 4 in mourning , Bn 
Count, 12 — my ſon from me, I bury a ſe- 
cond huſband, | 
Ber, And in going, Madam, I weep o'er 
my father's death anew; but I muſt attend his Majeſty's 
command, to whom I am now in ward, evermore in ſub- 


jection. * 
. Laf. You ſhall find of the King a huſband, Madam; 


you, Sir, a father, He that ſo generally is at all times 
good muſt of neceſſity hold his virtue to you, whoſe wor- 
thineſs would ſtir it up where it wanted, rather than flack: 
it where there is ſuch abundance. . 

| Count, What hope is there of his Majeſty's amendment ? 

Laf. He hath abandon'd his phyſicians, Madam, under 
whoſe practices he hath proſecuted time with hope, and 
finds no other advantage in the proceſs, but only the loſing 
of. hope by time. . 

Count. This young gentlewoman had a father, (O, that 
bad ! how ſad a preface tis I) whoſe ſkill was almoſt as 
great as his honeſty ; had it ſtretch'd ſo far, it would have 
made nature immortal, and death ſhould have bad play for 
lack of work. Would, for the King's ſake, he were liv- 
ing! I think it would be the death of the King's diſeaſe. 

L,. How call'd you the man you ſpeak of, a 
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bunt. He was famous, Sir, in his profeſſion, and it was . 


his great right to be ſo: Gerard de Narbon, 

Laf. He was excellent indeed, Madam; the King very 
lately ſpoke of him admiringly and mourningly : he was 
ſkilful enough to have liv'd till, if knowledge could be ſet 
up againſt mortality. | 

Ber. What is it, my. good. lord, the King languiſhes of ? 

Laf. A fiſtula, my lord. 

Ber. I heard not of it before. 

- Laf. I would it were not notorious. - Was this gentle. 
woman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? 

Count, His ſole child, my lord, and bequeathed to my 
overlooking. I have thoſe hopes of her good, that her 
education promiſes c her diſpoſition ſhe inherits, which 
makes fair gifts fairer 5 for where an unclean mind carries 
virtuous qualities, * there commendations go with pity, they 
are virtues and traitors too: in her they are the 4 for 
her ſimpleneſs, ſhe detives her honeſty, and atchie ves her 
goodneſs. | 

Laf. Your commendations, Madam, 'get tears from her, 

Count. Tis the beſt brine a maiden can ſeaſon her praiſe 
in. The remembrance of her father never approaches her 
heart, but the tyranny of her ſorrows takes all livelihood 
from her cheek, No more of this, Helena, go to, no more, 
leſt you be rather thought to affect a ſorrow, than to have. 

Hel. I do affect a ſorrow indeed, but I have it too. 

Laf. Moderate lamentation 1s the right of the dead, ex+ 
ceflive grief the enemy of the living. : | 

Count, If the Niving be not enemy to the grief, the ex - 
ceſs makes it ſoon mortal. 

Ber. Madam, I defire your holy wiſhes, 

Laf. How underſtand we that? | 

Count, Be thou bleſt, Bertram, and ſucceed thy father 
In manners as in ſhape ! thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodneſs 
Share with thy birtb-right ! Love all, truſt a few, 

Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy 

Rather in power than uſt ; and keep thy friend 

- # By virtumns qualities here ate not meant thoſe of a moral kind, 
but ſuch as are acquired by breeding. - 
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All's well that Ends well. Icy 
Under thy own life's key : be check d for filence, ' 
But never tax'd for ſpeech. What heav'n more will, 
That thee may furniſh, and my prayers pluck down, - 
Fall on thy head! Farewel, my lord; tis an 
Unſcaſon'd courtier, good my lord; adviſe him. 
Laf. He cannot want the beſt that ſhall attend 
His love. ' wi 
Count, May heaven bleſs him! Farewel, Bertram. 
pr If ag.” In Exit Gun, 
Ber. [To Hel.] The beſt wiſhes that can be forg'd in 
your thoughts be ſervants to you! be comfortable to my 
mother, your miſtreſs, and make much of her, | 
| Laf. Farewel, pretty lady, yon muſt hold the credit of 
your father, | I | Excunt Ber. and Laf, 
12 S GENE II. | 
Hel. Oh were that all I think not on my father, 
And theſe great tears grace his remembrance more 
Than they are ſhed for him, What was he like) 
I have forgot him. My imagination 
Carries no favour in it, but my Bertram 's. 
I am undone, there is no living, none, 
H Bertram be away. It were all one 
That I ſhould love a bright partic'lar tar, 2 il 
And think to wed it; he is ſo above me: 1 
In his bright radiance and collateral light Tr 
Muſt I be comforted, not in his ſphere. y 
Th' ambition in my love thus plagues it ſelf ; 
The hind that would be mated by the lion, 
Muſt die for love, Twas pretty, tho' a plague, 
To ſee him every hour, to fit and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls 
In our heart's table : heart too capable 
Of every line and trick of his ſweet favour. 
But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Muſt ſanctiſie his relics. Who comes here ? 


Enter Parolles. 
One that goes with him: I love him for his ſake, 
And yet I know him a notorious liar; 
Think him a great way fool, wholly a coward ; 
Vet theſe fu d evils fit fo fic in him, 
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That they take place, when virtue's ſteely bone: 
+ Look bleak in the cold wind]; full oft we ſee | 
Cold wiſdom waiting on ſuperfluous folly. 

SCENE III. 


Par, *Save you, fair Queen, ' 
Hel. And you, — | 

Par, No. | 
Hel. And no. 


Par. Are you meditating on virginity ? 

Hel. Ay: you have ſome ſtain of ſoldier in you; let me 
aſk you a queſtion. Man is enemy to virginity, how may 
we barricado it againſt him to keep him out? for he aſ- 
2 and our it, though valiant, — 

: unfold to us ſome warlike reſiſtance. 

"= There is noad's man ſettiffy down before you will 
undermine you and blow you up. 

Hel, Bleſs our poor virginity from underminers, and 
blowers up ! Is there no military policy how virgins: might 
blow up men ? 

Par. Virginity being blown * 
blown up: marry, in blowing him down again, with the 
breach your ſelves made you loſe your city. It is not po- 
litic in the commonwealth of nature, to preſerve virginity, 
Loſs of virginity is national increaſe, and there was never 
virgin got, till virginity was firſt loſt. That you were 
made of is metal to make virgins. Virginity, by being 
once loſt, may be ten times found : by being ever kept, it 
1s ever loſt ; *tis too cold a companion; away with't, 

Hel. I will ſtand for't a little, though therefore. I die a 


Virgin. 

Par, There's little can be ſaid in't; tis againſt the role 
of nature. To ſpeak on the part of virginity, is to ac- 
cuſe your mother; which is moſt infallible diſobedience, 
He that hangs himſelf i is like a virgin : virginity murthers 
it ſelf, and ſhould be buried in high-ways out of all ſanc- 
tified limit, as a deſperate offendreſs againſt nature. Vir- 
ginity breeds mites, much like a cheeſe ; conſumes it ſelf 
to the very paring, and ſo dies with feeding on its own ſto- 


mach. Beſides, virginity is peeviſh, proud, idle, made of 


— which is the moſt prohibited fin i che canon. 
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Keep it not, you cannot chuſe but loſe by t. Out with't; 
within ten years it will make it ſelf ten, which is a goodly 
increaſe, and the principal it feif not much the worſe, 
Away with't. . | 
Hel. How might one do, Sir, to loſe it to her own 
king? 8 | 
Par. Let me ſee, Marry, ill, to like him that ne“ er it 
Vkes, and 'tis a commodity will loſe the gloſs with lying. 
The longer kept, the leſs worth; off with't while tis ven- 
dible. Anſwer the time of requeſt. Virginity, like an 
eld eourtier, wears her cap out of faſhion, richly ſuted, 
but unſutable, juſt like the brooch 'and the tooth-pick, 
which we wear not now: your date is better in your pye 
and your porridge, than in your cheek ; and your virgi- 
nity, your old virginity, is like one of our French wither d 
pears ; it looles ill, it eats drily z "marry, tis a wither'd 
pear : it was formerly better; marry, yes, tis a withet'd 
pear. Will you any thing with it ? r ; 
Hel. Not my virginity yet. You're for the Court : 
There ſhall your maſter have a thouſand loves, 
A mother, and a miſtreſs, and a friend, 
A phenix,' captain, and an enemy, 
A guide, a Goddeſs, and a Sovereign, 
A counſellor, a traitreſs, and a dear: 
His humble ambition, proud hutnility, 
His jarring concord 3 and his diſcord dulcet, 
His faithlefs ſweet diſafter ; with a world 
Of pretty fond adoptious chriſtendoms = 
That blinking Capid Now ſhall he — 
1 know not what he ſhall — God ſend him well 
The Court's a learning place'— and he is one —= 
Par. What one, i'faith > 
Hel, That I wiſh well — "tis pity = 
Par. What's pity ? | | 
Hel, That wiſhing well had not a body in't, 
Which might be felt, that we the poorer born, 
Whoſe baſer ftars do ſhut us up in wiſhes, 
Might with effects of them follow our friends, 
And ſhew what we alone muſt think, which never 
Returns us thanks, | po 
; ler 
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2 Enter Page, v 
Page. Monſieur Parolles, I 
My lord calls for you, FF [Exit Page. Ti 
Par. Little Helen, farewel; if I can remember thee, 1 By 
will think of thee at Court, | | 8 
Hel/ Monſieur Parelles, you were born under a chari · F 
table ſtar. , : . : 2 
E. 3 ccaly think, under Mars 
LI eſpecially think, | . | 
A Lee le n e | a 
» The wars have ſo | , that you { | 
needs 7 r typ; nt Ted ; 
ar, When he was predominant, | 
Hel. When he was retrograde, I think rather. — 
Par. Why think you ſo ? b For 
Hel, You go ſo much backward when you fight, pre 
i P ar, That's for advantage. . JT 1 To 
Hel. So is funning away, when fear propoſes ſafety 1 8 
but the ion that your valour and fear make in yu 45 
is a virtue of a good wing, and I like the wear well. Fe 
Par. Lam fo full of buſineſs, I cannot anſwer, thee a- | 
cutely : I will return perfect courtier, in the Which my 2 
inſtruction ſhall ſerve to naturalize thee, ſo thou wilt be V. 
capable of courtiers counſel, and underſtand what advice .) 
ſhall thruſt upon thee ; elſa thou dieſt in thine unthankful- 40 
neſs, and thine i makes thee away; farewell. 6 
When thou haft lei ure, ſay thy prayers ; when thou haſt , 
none, remember thy friends; get thee a good huſband, and por 
uſe him as he uſes thee : ſo farewel, LEA. 
i SCENE IV. „ writ 
Hel. Our remedies oft in our ſelves do lye, = 
Which we aſcribe to heavin. The fated Vo 
Gives us free ſcope, only doth backward MW ; 
Our ſlow defigns, when we our ſelves are dull. Area 
What power is it which mounts my love ſo high, cor 
That makes me ſee, and cannot feed mine eye ? INI. 
The mightieſt ſpace in fortune nature brings 11 
To join like likes, and kiſs like native things. S 31 
Impoſſible be ſtrange r thoſe . Fi 
That weigh their pains in , and do ſuppoſe What JF uf 


e. 
1 


9 To ſhew her merit, that did miſs her love? 1 
The King's diſeaſe — my project may deceive me, 


A braving war. 8 


I Prejudicates the buſineſs, and would ſeem 1 9H 
Io have us make denial, | * 


1 For ampleſt credence. 


And Florence is deny d before he comes: 

Vet for our gentlemen that mean to ſee _ 

The Tuſcan ſervice, freely have they leave 

To ſtand on either part. — 
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What hath not been can't be. Who ever ftrops 


But my intents are fix d, and will not leave me. [Exit 

SCENE V. The Court of France. * 

Flouriſh Cornets, Enter the King of France with letters, 
and divers Attendants. 

King. The Florentines and Senois are by th' ears, | 

Have * with equal fortune, and continue 


1 Lord. So tis reported, Sir. on 
King. Nay, tis moſt credible 5 we here receive it, 


A certainty vouch'd from our coufin Auſtria ; 2 
With caution, that the Florentine will move us 5 
For ſpeedy aid; wherein our deareſt friend 2 ei! 


1 Lord. His love and wiſdom, 
Approv d ſo to your Majeſty, may plead 


Xing. He hath arm'd our anſwer, 


2 Lord, It may well ſerve 


4 nurſery to our gentry, who are fick 
For breathing and exploit. 


King, What's he comes here ? 
Enter Bertram, Lafeu and Parolles. 
1 Lord. It is the Count Rowfillon, my good lord, 


1 Young Bertram, 


King. Youth, thou bear*ſt thy father's face; 


Frank nature, rather curious than in haſte, 
Compos'd thee well. Thy father's moral parts 
May'ſt thou inherit too! Welcome to Parts, 


Ber. My thanks and duty are your Majeſty's. 
King. 1 would I had that corporal ſoundneſs now, 


s when thy father and my ſelf in friendſhip 


FE «ft uy d our ſoldiopſhip: he did look far 
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Into the ſervice of the time, and was = TJ 


Diſcipled of the brav ſt. He laſted long, T 

| But on us both did haggiſh age ſteal on, 3 
8 Aud wore us out of act. It much repairs me 7 
i To talk of your good-father'z in bis youth I 
| He had the wit, which I can well obſerve Si. 
it To- day in our young lords 3 but they may jeſt, 1 


Till their own ſcorn return to them unnoted, 
Ere they can vye their levity with his honour : 
i So like a courtier, no contempt or bitterneſs = Je 
Il Were in him; pride or ſharpneſs if there were, = 
it His equal had awak'd them, and his honour De 
| Clock to it ſelf knew the true minute when M 
l Exception bid him ſpeak ; and at that time 1 

| His tongue obey d his hand, Who were below him 7 
He us'd as creatures of a brother - race, | ' 8 
And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks, I | 


Making them proud of his wy, = wo 
In their poor praiſe he . humbled : ſuch a man = 
Might be a copy to theſe younger times; 1 
Which follow'd well, would now demonſtrate them Vorn 
But goers back ward. cle: 

Ber. His remembrance, Sir, the 
Lyes richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb x = 
So in approof lives not his epitaph, | dhe 
As in your royal ſpeech. my 

King, Would I were with him! he would always Gy, n 
(Methinks I hear him now, his plauſive words nes 
He ſcatter'd not in ears, but grafted them ( 
To grow there and to beat) let me not live, fell 
(Thus his good melancholy oft began , hr 3 : ( 
On the cataſtrophe and heel of paſtim j ( 
When it was out) let me not live, quoth he, SF tho 
After my flame lacks oil, to be the ſnuff e 
Of younger ſpirits, whoſe apptehenfive fenſes EL 


All but new things diſdaig.z whoſe judgments are ( 
Meer fathers of their garments; whoſe 0 
Fxpire before their faſhions : this be with'd, ( 
1, after him, do after him wiſh too, | 4 


S. nce I gor wax not honey can bring home, T 
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J quickly were diſſolved from my hive, 


To give ſome labourers room. 

2 Lord, You're loved, Sir ; 
They that leaſt lend it you ſhall lack you firſt. 

King, I fill a place, I know't. How long is' t, Count, 
Since the phyſician at your father's died-? 
He was much fam'd. 

Ber, Some ſix months ſince, my Lord. 

King. If he were living, I would try him yet; 
Lend me an arm; the reſt have worn me out 
With ſeveral applications; nature and fickneſs 
Debate it at their leiſure ! Welcome, Count, 
My ſon's no dearer, 

Ber. Thanks to your Majeſty, [ Flariſh, Execunt, 

SCENE VI. Rouſillon. 
Enter Counteſs, Steward and Clown, | 

Count, I will now hear; what ſay you of this gentle- 
woman ? 

Stew, Madam, the care I have had to even your content, 
I wiſh might be found in the calendar of my paſt endea- 
vours; for then we wound our modeſty, and make foul the 


© -clearneſs of our deſervings, when of our ſelves. we publiſhi 


them. 

Count, What does this knave here? get you gone, ſirrah: 
the complaints I have heard of you I do not all believe ; *tis 
my ſlowneſs that I do not, for I know you lack not folly to 
commit them, and have ability enough to make ſuch knave- 
ries yours. 


Clo, Tis not unknown to you, Madam, I am a poor 


fellow. 


Count, Well, Sir. 

Clo, No, Madam, *tis not ſo well that J am poor, 
though many of the rich are damn'd ; but if I have your 
ladyſhip's good will to go to the world, If! the woman and 
I will do as we may, | 

Count, Wilt thou needs be a beggar *? 

Cho. I do beg your good will in this caſe. 

Count, In what caſe ? 

Ch, In //bel's caſe and mine own; ſervice is no hetitage, 

Vor, III. 40 and 
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and I think I ſhall never have the bleſſing of God, n! 


have iſſue o' my body; for they ſay bearns are bleſſings, 
Count, Tell me the reaſon why thou wilt marry. 


Ch, My E body, Madam, requires it. I am driven 3 
on by the fleſh, and he muſt needs go that the devil drives. 


Count. Is this all your worſhip's reaſon ? 


Ch. Faith, Madam, I have other holy reaſons, ſuch as f 


they are. 
Count, May the world know them ? 
Cho, I have been, Madam, a wicked creature, as you 
and all fleſh and blood are, and indeed I do marry that I may 
nt, 


repe ; 
Count, Thy marriage ſooner than thy wickedneſs. vi 
Clo, I am out of friends, Madam, and I hope to have 


friends for my wife's ſake, 
Count, Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 


Ch. V' are ſhallow, Madam; e' en great friends; for the j 


knaves come to do that for me which I am weary 'of 3 he 
that eres my land ſpares my team, and gives me leave to | 
inne the crop; if I be his cuckold, he's my drudge ; he 
that comforts my wife is the cheriſher of my fleſh and blood ; ; 1 
he that cheriſheth my fleſh and blood loves my fleth and 
blood ; he that loves my fleſh and blood is my friend : ergo, : 
he that kiſſes my wife is my friend. If men could be con- 1 
tented to be what they are, there were no fear in marriage 
for young Cbarbon the puritan, and old Poyſam the papiſt, 
Howſoe'er their hearts are ſever'd in religion, their heads are 
od one, they may joul horns together like any deer i'th* 
erd 
Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouth'd and ealumnious 
knave ? | 
Clo, A prophet I, Madam, and I * the truth the 
next way, , 
For I 0 dallad will repeat, which men full true ſhall find, 
Your marriage comes by deſtiny, your cuckow ſings by kind. 
Count, Get you gone, Sir, I'll talk with you more anon. 
Stetu. May it pleaſe you, Madam, that he bid Helen | 
come to you ? of her I am to ſpeak, 
Count, Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would ſpeak. \ with | 
ker, Halen 1 mean. cb. x 
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J Clo, Was this fair face the cauſe, guoth ſhe, ¶ Singing. 
4 . Lars ſacked Troy * 
+: = Fond done, fond done, for Paris be 
mn Was this King Priam's joy. 
With that ſbe fighed as ſhe 2 
| And gave this ſentence then ; 
ins | Among nine bad if one be good, 


There's yet one good in ten, 
Count. What, one good in ten ? you corrupt the ſong, 
ſirrah. 

” 3 Ch. One good woman in ten, Madam, which is a purify- 
1 ing o'th' ſong: would God would ſerve the world fo all the 
Fear, we'd find no fault with the tithe woman if I were the 

ave © Parſon; one in ten, quoth a“ an we might have a good 

= woman born but every blazing ſtar, or at an earthquake, 
* *twould mend the lottery well; a man may draw his heart 
the out, ere he pluck one. 

en *# Count, You'll be gone, Sir knave, and do as I command 


i WY ow? 
"he Ch, That man that ſhould be at a woman's command, 
} 


ry and yet no hurt done! tho* honeſty be no puritan, yet it 
*. will do no hurt; it will wear the ſurplice of humility over 
; the black gown of a big heart: I am going, forſooth, the 
ergo * - 
” 2 buſineſs is for Helen to come hither, FExi. 
I Count,” Well, now, , 
3 3 Stew, I know, Madam, you love your gentlewotnan in- 


iſt, tirely. | 
few Cet. *Faith,'f do; her father bequeath'd her to me z 


and ſhe her ſelf, without other advantages, may lawfully 
s XZ make title to as much love as the finds; there is more o- 
9 323 be paid her than ſhe'll 
; mand, 
u the Stero. Madam, T was late more near her than 1 
"Ir 2X think ſhe wiſh'd me; alone ſhe was, and did communicate 
** 11 to her ſelf her own words to her own ears ; ſhe thought, 
I dare vow for her, they touch'd not any ſtranger ſenſe. 
* Her matter was, ſhe loy'd your fon 3 Fortune, the ſaid, 
uss no Goddeſs, that had put ſuch difference betwixt their 


Aich two eſtates; Love, no God, that would not extend his 
nen might, only where qualities — level: Diana, no queen 
of 
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of virgins, that would ſuffer her poor Knight to be ſurpriz d 


without reſcue in the firft aſſault, or ranſom afterward, 
This ſhe deliver'd in the moſt bitter touch of ſorrow that 
eber I heard a virgin exclaim in, which I. held it my duty 
ſpeedily to acquaint you withal; ſithence in the loſs that 
may happen it concerns you ſomething to know it. 

Count, Vou have: diſcharg'd this honeſtly, keep it to | 
your ſelf ; many hkehhoods inform'd me of this before, 
which hung ſo tottering in the ballance, that I covld neither 
believe nor miſdoubt: pray you, leave me; ſtall this in 
your boſom,. and I thank you tor your honeſt care; I will. 
ſpeak with you further anon. [ Exit Steward. 

SCENE VII. Enter Helena. 5 

Count. Ev'n ſo it was with me when I was young 3. i 

If we are nature's, theſe are ours: this thorn ; 
Doth to our roſe of youth rightly belong, f 
Our blood to us, this to our blood is born; : 
It is the ſhow and ſeal of nature's truth, 
Where love's ſtrong paſſion is impreſt in youth; 3 
By our remembrances of days foregone, 
Such were our faults, tho? then we thought them none; 
Her eye is ſick on't, Lobſerye her now. 
Hel. What is your pleaſure, Madam ? | 

Count, Helen, you know, lama mother to your... ; 

Hel. Mine honourable miſtreſss. 3 

Count, Nay, a mother; 
I Why not a, mother? when ſaid a mother, | 
ll Methought you ſaw a ſerpent ;. what's in mother, | 
| That you ſtart at it? I ſay, Im your mother, 
| And put you in the catalogue of thoſe | 
1 That were enwombed mine: tis often ſeen 
| | Adoption ſtrives with nature, and choice breeds 

| 


wd ns ef Sf Wd 


A native ſip to us from foreign ſeeds. 
You ne'er oppreſt me with a mother's groan, 
Yet I tad, to you a mother's care: 
God's mercy cy, maiden. do's it curd tuy Hood, 
i To ſay I am thy 1 ? what's the matter, 
Il That this diſtemper'd meſſenger of wet, 
The many-colour'd Iris, rounds thine eyes? A 
Why — that you are my daughter 
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Hel, That I am not. 

Count, I ſay I am your mother. 

Hel. Pardon, Madam, | 
The Count Rodfillon cannot be my brother 
I am from humble, he from honour'd name ; 
No note upon my parents, his all noble, 
My maſter," my dear lord he is, and I 
Hts ſervant live, and will his vaſſal die: 

He muſt not be my brother, 

Count, Nor I your mother? 

Hel. You are my mother, Madam ; would you were 
(So that my lord your ſon were not my brother 
Indeed my mother or were you both our mothers 
I cannot aſk for more than that of heav'n, 

So I were not his ſiſter: can't be no other 
Way I your daughter, but he muſt be my brother ? 
Count, Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-in-law, 
God ſhield you mean it not, daughter and mother 
So ſtrive upon your pulſe ; what, pale again? 
My fear hath catch'd your fondneſs, Now I ſee 
The myſt'ry of your lonelineſs, and find 
Your ſalt tears head; now to all ſenſe tis groſs 
You love my fon ; invention is aſham'd, 
Againſt the proclamation of thy paſſion, 
To ſay thou doſt not; therefore tell me true, 
But tell me then *tis ſo. For, look, thy cheeks 
Confeſs it one to th'other, and thine eyes 
See it ſo grofly ſhown in thy behaviour, 
That in their kind they ſpeak it: only fin 
And helliſh obſtinacy tie thy , 
That truth ſhould be ſuſpected; ſpeak, is't fo ? 
If it be fo, you've wound a goodly clew : 
If it be not, forſwear*t 5 howe'er, I charge thee, 
As heav'n ſhall work in me for thine avail, 
To tell me true. 

Hel. Good Madam, pardon me. 

Count, Do you love my fon ? 

Hel, Your pardon, noble miſtreſs, 

Count. Love you my ſon ? 

Hel. Do not you love 1 

3 


* 
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Count. Go not about; my love hath in't a bond, 


Whereof the world takes note: come, come, 


The ſtate of your affection, for paſſions 
Have to the full appeach d. e. 

Hel. Then J confeſs 
Here on my knee, before high heav'ns and you, 
That before you, and next unto high heav'n, 
F love your ſon : 


My friends were poor, but haneft ; ſo's n ; 


Be not offended, for it hurts not bim 

That he is low d of me ; 1 follow him not a 
By any token of preſump tuous ſuit, | 
Nor would I have him, *till I do deſerve him, - 
Yet never know how that deſert ſhould be: 

I know I love in vain, ftrive againſt hope 3 

et in this captious and intenible five 
I ſtill pour in the water of my love, 

And lack not to loſe ſtill; thus Indian-like, 
Religious in mine error, I adore 

The ſun that looks upon his worſhipper, _ 

But knows of him.no more, My deareſt Madam, 
Let not your hate incounter with my love 

For loving where you do; but if your ſelf, 
Whoſe aged honour cites a virtuous youth, 

Did ever ip ſo true a flame of liking 

With chaſtly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both her ſelf and love; O, then give pity 
To her whoſe ſtate is ſuch, ſhe cannot ch 

But lend and give where ſhe is ſure to loſe ; 
That ſeeks not to find that which ſearch implies, 
But, riddle-like, lives ſweetly where ſhe dies. 

Curt. Had you not lately an intent, ſpeak truly, 
To go to Paris? 

Hel, 1 had. 

Count. Whetefore ? tell true. 

Hel. I will tell truth, by grace itſelf I fear; - 
You know my father left me ſome preſcriptions 
Of rare and prov'd effects, ſuch as his reading 
And manifeſt experience bad collected 
For general ſov*reignty 3 and that he will'd me 
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In heedfull'f reſervation, to beſtow them, 
As notes, whoſe faculties incluſive were 
More than they were in note: amongſt the reſt, 
There is a remedy Arz ſet down, 
To cure the deſperate languiſhings, whereof a 
The King is — loſt. 
Count. This was your motive for 8 was it, ſpeak F.. 
Hel. My Lord your ſon made me to think of this; 
Elſe Paris, and the medicine and the King, 
Had from the converſation of my 8 
Haply deen abſent then. . 
Count, But think you, Helen, 
If you ſhould tender your ſuppoſed aid, 
He would receive it , he and his phy fieians | 
Are of a mind z he, that ha can't bo help's: : 
_ that they cannot help. How ſhall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the ſchools, 
Embowell'd of their doctrine, have left off 
The danger to itſelf ? _. | 
Hel, There's ſomething hints, 
More than my father's ſkill, which was the cn 
Of his profeſſion, that his good receipt 
Shall for my legacy be ſanftified 
By th' luckieſt ſtars in heaven; and would your honour 
But give me leave to try ſacceſs, I'd venture 
This well- loſt life of mine on his Grace's cure, 
By ſuch a day and hour. 
Count, Doſt thou believ*t ? 
Hel: Ay, Madam, knowingly: 
| Count, Why, Helen, thou ſhalt have my leave and love, 
Means and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To thoſe of mine in Court. I'll tay at home, 
And pray God's bleſſing upon thy attempt 
Be gone to-morrow, and be ſure of this, 
What I can help thee to thou ſhalt not miſs, [ Zæcunt. 


= 


ACT 


— — _ — — 
— — Os CERES IE On IEEE Ee" — 


164 A', well that Ends well. 


ACT H. SCENE I. 
The Gurt of France, 
Enter the King, with two young Lords taking have for the 
Florentine way, Bertram and Parolles. Flouriſh Cornets, 
King, 1 young Lord: theſe warlike principles 
Do not throw from you; you, my Lord, farewel; 
Share the advice betwixt you : If both gain, well! 
The gift doth ſtretch it ſelf as tis receiv'd, 
And is enough for both, 
1 Lord. Tis our hope, Sir, 
After well-enter'd ſoldiers, to return 
And find your Grace in health. | 
| King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart 
Will not confeſs it owns the malady 
That doth my life befiege 3 farewel, young Lords, 
Whether I live or die, be you the ſons 
Of worthy French men; let higher Italy * 
(Thoſe baſtards that inherit but the fall 
Of the laſt monarchy +) ſee that you come 
Not to oo honour, but to wed it; when 
The braveſt queſtant ſhrinks, find what you ſeek, 
That fame may cry you loud! I ſay, farewel. 
2 Lord. Health at your bidding ſerve your Majeſty ! 
King. Thoſe girls of Italy, take heed of them; 
They ſay our French Jack language to deny | 
If they demand: beware of being captives | 6 
W 22 ſerve. | 
Both, Our hearts receive your warnings, 
Ning. Farewel, [ Exit, 


® The ancient Geographers have divided Italy into the higher and 
the lower, the Appenine Hilis being a kind of natural line of paru- 
tion ; the fide next the Adviatict was denominated the higher It:Iy, 
and the other fide the fewer ; and the two ſeas followed the tame 
terms of diitinttion, the Alriat ict being called the upper Sca, and 
the Trrrbene or Tuſcan the lower. Now the Sennene! or Sens with 
2 the Florentine are here ſuppoied to be at war inhabited the 

igber Italy. their chief town bei ig Ariminum now called Rimini 


upon the Airiatici. 


+ Ref. cting upon the able and degenerate condition of the Ci - 
es and States which a oſe out of the ruins of the Roman Empire, 
the laſt of the four great ies of the World, Lord. 

1 


All's welt that Ends well. 165 
x Lord. Oh, my ſweet Lord, that 'Oou will ſtay behind us ! 
P. *Tis got his fault, the ſpark— 
2 Lord. Oh, tis brave wars, -- 
Par, Moſt admirable ; : I have ſeen thoſe Wars, 
Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil with, 
Too young, and the next year, and tit too early, 
Par, An thy mind ftand to it, ſteal away binkdy. 
© Ber, Shall I tay here the chat to a ſmock, 
Creeking my ſhoes on the plain maſonry, 
Till honour be bought up, and no ſword worn 
But one to dance with? by heav'n, I'll ſteal e "I 
1 Lord. Th e's honogr in the . 
Par. Commit it, Count, - 
j- 5 I am your acceſſary, and fo farewel. 
er. I grow to you, and this our parting is 


A — d body. 
1 Lord, Farewel, worthy captain. 
2 Lord, Sweet Münzen an 


Par, Noble heroes, my ſword and yours are Rin; good 
ſparks and luſtrous !. A word, good metals. You Gall find 
in the regiment of the Spinii, one captain Spurio with his, 
eicatrice, * an embleme of war, here on his ſiniſter cheek z, 
it was this very ſword entrench'd it; fay to him, I or 
and obſerve his reports of me. | 

1 Lord. We ſhall, noble captain. 

Par, Mars doat on you for his novices f what will you do 

Ber, Stay; the King — [Ex. Lords, 

Par, Uſe a more ſpacious 2 to the noble Lords, 
you have reftrain'd your ſelf within the liſt of too cold an 
adieu; be more expreſſive to them, for they wear thein 
ſelves in the cap of the time, there do muſter together, 
dreſs, ſpeak, and move under the influence of the moſt re- 
ceiv'd ſtar; and tho? the devil lead the meaſure, ſuch are 
. after them, and take a Wann 


Ber. And I will do ſo, 
Par, Worthy fellows, and like" to prove "uy finewy 
ſwordmen. | * 
SCENE Il. Entirthe King and 
Taf. Pardon, my Lord, for me and for my Be, 
1. 
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King, I'll fee thee to ſtand up. 
Lof 

ardon 


Then here's a man ſtands that hath brought his 


would you had kneel'd, my Lord, to aſk me mercy, 
And that at my bidding you could ſo ſtand up. 

King. I would I had, fo I had broke thy pate, 
And aſk'd thee merey for't. 


Laf. Goodfaith, acroſs : but, my good Lard, tis thus ; 


Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ? 
King, No. 
Laf. O, will you eat no grapes, my royal fox ? 
Yes, bnt you will, an if my royal for 
Could reach them: 1 have ſeen a Medicine 
That's able * breathe 4 into a ſtone, 
nicken a and make you dance canary 
Va ſprightly fire and motion 3 whoſe ſimple touch 
Is powerful to raiſe King Prppen, nay, 
To give great Charlemain a pen in's hand 
To write a love-line to her. 
King, What her is this ? | | 
Laf. Why, doctor ſhe : my Lord, there's one arriv'd, 
If you will ſee her: now, by my faith and honour, 
If ſeriouſly I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance,” I have ſpoke 
With one, that in her ſex, her years, profeſſion, 
Wiſdom and conftancy, hath amaz'd me more 
Than I dare blame my weakneſs : will you ſee her, 
For that is her demand, and know her bufineſs ? 
That done, laugh well at me. 
King, Now, good Lafeu, 3 
Bring in the admiration, that we with thee 
May ſpend our wonder too, or take off thine, 
By wondring how thou took'ſt it. | 
Laf. Nay, I'll fit you, | 


And not be all day neither. Pe [Exit Laſeu. 


King. Thus he his ſpecial nothings ever prologues, 
Lof. [ Return. ] Nay, come your ways. | 


King. This haſte hath wings indeed. 
o Aecdicine is here put for a She-phyſician, 


[ Bringing in Helena, 


Lof. 
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Laf. Nay, come your ways, 
Thi th Majeſty, fay mind to him; 
A traitor you do look like, but ſuch traitors 
His Majeſty ſeldom fears ; I'm Creſfid's uncle 
That dare leave two together; fare you well. [ Exit, 
| SCENE III. 
King. Now, fair one, do's your bufineſs follow us? 
Fel Ay, my good Lord. Gerard de Narben was 


ly father, in what he did profeſs, well found. 


King, I knew him, 
Hel. The rather will I ſpare my praiſes tow'rds him; 
Knowing him is enough : on's bed of death 
Many receipts he gave me, chiefly one, 
Which as the deareſt iſſue of his practice, 
And of his old experience th'only darling, 
He bade me ftore up, as a triple eye, 1 
Safer than mine own two: more dear I have fo ; 
And hearing your high Majeſty is touch'd 
With that malignant cauſe, wherein the honour 
Of my dear father's gift ſtands chief in power, 
I come to tender it, and my appliance, 
With all bound humblenet. 
King, We thank you, maiden ; 
But may not be ſo credulous of cure, 
When our moſt learned doctors leave us, and 
The congregated college have concluded, 
That labouring art can never ranſom nature 
From her unaidable eftate : we muſt not 
So ſtain our judgment, or corrupt our hope, 
To proſtitute our paſt- cure 7 
To empiricks, or to diſſever ſo 
Our great ſelf and our credit, to eſteem 
A ſenſeleſs help, When help paſt ſenſe we deem. 
Hel. My duty then ſhall pay me for my pains ; 
I will no more enforce my office on you, 
Humbly intreating from your royal thoughts 
A modeſt one to bear me back again. 
King. I cannot give thee leſs to be call'd gratefol; 
Thou thought'ſt to help me, and ſuch thanks I give, 
At one near death to thoſe that with him live; 


But 
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But what at full I know, thou know'ſ no part, 
I knowing all my peril, thou-no art. 

Hel. What I can do, can do no hurt to try, 
Since you ſet up your reſt gainſt remedy; 
He that of greateſt works is finiſher, - 
Oft does them by the weakeſt miniſter ; 
So holy writ in babes hath judgment ſhown, 
When judges have been babes ; great floods have flown, 
From ſimple ſources ; and great ſtreams have dry'd, 
When miracles have by th” greateſt been deny'd, 
Ott expectation fails, and moſt oft there 
Where moſt it promiſes : and oft it hits 
Where hope is caldeſt, and deſpair moſt ſits, 


Thy pains not us'd muſt by thy ſelf be paid, 
Proffers not took reap thanks for their reward, 
Hel, Inſpired merit ſo by breath is barr d: 
It is not fo with him that all things knows 
As *tis with us that ſquare our guels by ſhows : 
But moſt it is preſumption in us, when 
The help of heav'n we count the act of men, 
Dear Sir, to my endeavours give conſent, 
Of heav'n, not me, make an experiment, 
I am not an impoſtor that proclaim | 
My ſelf againſt the level of mine aim, 
But know I think, and think 1 know: moſt ſure, 
My art is not paſt power, nor you paſt cure, 
King, Art thou ſo confident? within what ſpace 
Hop'ſt thou my cure ? 
Hel. The Greateſt lending grace, 
Exe twice the horſes of the ſun ſhall bring 
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring; 
Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moiſt Heſperus hath quench'd his 2 lamp; 
Or four and twenty times the pilot's glaſs 
Hath told the thieviſh minutes how they paſs ; 
What is infirm from your found parts ſhall fly, 
Health ſhall live free, and ſickneſs freely die. 
King, Upon thy certainty and * 
What dar'ſt thou venture? | . 


King. I muſt not bear thee; fare thee well, kind maid ; I 


hd , £m a FO ta YA 4D oe % ed a In, 


| a; an, | 
11 E y 
: 


r +wv#. ads a4 


SS &&a DS 


4 at aa «.u Aa —_ 


AlPs well that Ends well, 169 


Hel. Tax of impugence, 
A ſtrumpet's boldneſs, a divulged ſhame 


| 'Traduc'd by odious ballads : my maiden's name 


Sear'd : otherwiſe, the worſt of worſt extended, 
With vile torture let my life be ended. 
King. Methinks in thee ſome bleſſed ſpirit doth ſpeaks, ' 
It powerful ſounds within an organ weak ; 
And what impoſſibility would ſlay 
In common ſenſe, ſenſe ſaves another way, 
Thy life is dear ; for all that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath eſtimate : 
Youth, beauty, wiſdom, courage, virtue, all 
That happineſs and prime can happy call ; 
Thou this to hazard, needs muſt intimate 
Skill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate. 
Sweet practiſer, thy phyſick I will try, 
That miniſters thine own death if I die. 
Hel. If I break time, or flinch in p 
Of what I ſpoke, unpitied let me die; 
And well deſerv'd : not helping, death's my fee ; 
But if I help, what do you promiſe me ? 
King. Make thy demand, 

+ But will you make it even? 

2 Ay, by my ſcepter, and my hopes of heaven. 

+ Then ſhalt thou give me, with thy kingly hand, 
What huſband in thy power I will command. 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To chuſe from forth the royal blood of France, 
My low and humble name to propagate 

ith any branch or image of thy ſtate: 
But ſuch a one, thy vaſlal, whom I know 
Is free for me to aſk, thee to beſtow, | 
King. Here is my band ; the premiſes obſery'd, 
Thy will by my performance ſhall be ſerv'd : 
So make the choice of thine own time; for I, 
Thy reſolv'd patient, on thee ſtill rely. 
More ſhould I queſtion thee, and more I muſt, 
Tho more to know could not be more to truſt: 
From whence thou cam'ſt, how tended on, but reſt 
Vaqueſtion'd welcome, agd dy Ms bled, 
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Give me ſome help here, hoa ! if thou proceed ' 
As high as word, my deed ſhall match thy deed, [ Exeuns, 
SCENE IV. Royſfilln. 

Enter Counteſs and Clown. 

Count. Come on, Sir, I ſhall now put you to the height 
of your breeding, 

Clo, I will ſhew my ſelf highly fed, and lowly taught; 
I know my buſineſs is but to the Court. 

Count, To the Court ? why, what place make you ſpe- 
cial, when you put off that with ſuch contempt ? but to 
the Court ! 

Cl, Truly, Madam, if God have lent a man any 
manners, he may eafily put it off at Court; he that cannot 
make a leg, put off's cap, kiſs his hand, and ſay nothing, has 
neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap; and indeed ſuch a fellow, 
to ſay preciſely, were not for the Court: but for me, 1 
have anſwer will ſerve all men, | 

Count, Marry, that's a bountiful anſwer that fits all queſ- 
tions, 

Clo, It is like a barber's chair, that fits all buttocks ; the 
pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-buttock, or. 


- any buttock. 


Count, Will your anſwer ſerve fit to all queſtions ? 
Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attorney, -2s 
your French crown for your taffaty punk, as Tib's ruſh for 


Tom's fore-finger, as a pancake for Shrowe- Tueſday, a mor- 


ris for May-day, as the nail to his hole, the cuckold to his 
Horn, as a ſcolding quean to a wrangling knave, as the nun's 
lip to the friar's mouth, nay, as the pudding to his ſkin. 


Count. Have you, I ſay, an anſwer of. ſuch fitneſs for all 


queſtions ? | 
Clo. From below your Duke, to beneath your conſtable, 
it will fit any queſtion, 


Count, It muſt be an anſwer of moſt monſtrous fize that 


muſt fit all demands. 1 
Clo, But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the learned 
ſhould ſpeak truth of it: here it is, and all that belongs 


to't. Ask me if I am a Courtier, —it ſhall do you no 


harm to learn, | 4 
Count, To be young again, if we could; I will be a fool 
2 
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in queſtion; hoping to be the wiſer by your anſwer, I pray 


you, Sir, are you a Courtier ? 2 
Clo, O lord, Sir — there's a ſimple putting off: more, 
more, a hundred of thetn. | | 
Count, Sir, Tam a poor friend of youts, that loves you, 
Ch. O lord, Sir thick, thick, ſpare not me. 
Count, I think, Sir, you can eat none of this homely 
meat. 

Ch, O lord, Sir, nay, put me to't, 1 warrant you, 
" Count, You were lately whipp'd, Sir, as I think. 

C/o, O lord, Sir ſpare not me. | 

Count. Do you cry, O lord, Sir, at your whipping, and 
ſpare not me f indeed, your O lord, Sir, is very Hants to 
ybur whipping : you would anſwer very well to a whipping 
if you were but bound to't, 3 8 

Clo, I ne'er bad worſe luck in my Ife, in my O bord, Sir 3 

I fee things may ſerve long, and not ſerve ever. 

_ Count, I play the noble huſwife with the time, to enter · 

tain it ſo merrily with a fool. | 4 
Clo, O lord, Sir ——why, there't ſerves well => 
Count, An end, Sir; to your buſineſs ; give felen this, 

And urge her to a preſent anſwer back. 

Commend me to my kinſmen, and my ſon : 

This isn't much. | | | 
Clo, Not much commendation to them. ; 
Count, Not much imployment for you, you underſtand me. 

Clo, Moſt Fraitfolly, I am there before my legs, "WE 

Count. Haſte you again. [Excunt, 

SCENE V. The Court of France. 

Emes Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles, 

© Loaf. They fay miracles are paſt, and we have our phi- 

loſophical perſons to make modern and familiar, things ſu- 

2 and cauſeleſs. Hence is it that we e triftes 

of terrors, enſconfing our ſelves into ſeeming knowledge, 

when we thould ſubmit our ſelves to an unknown fear. 
Par. Why, tis the rareſt argument of wonder that hath 

ſhot out in our later times. * N. 
Ben. And ſo tis. p' | 
Laf. To be relinquiſh'd of the artifts, TS Hg 

Far. So 1 ſay, both of Gale and Paracelfur; TH 
1. P 2 : Lof. 
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La. Of all the learned and authentick fellows, 
Par. Right, ſo I ſay. 
Laf. That gave him out incurable, 
Par. Why, there tis, ſo ſay 1 too. 
Laf. Not to be help'd. | 
Par. Right, as twere a man aſſur d of an 
Laf. Uncertain life; and ſure death. 
= = — ſay well: ſo would I have ſaid. 
ty lay, it is a novelty to the world, 


— Its Feed if you will have it in ſhewing, you 


ſhall read it in what do you call there 
Laf. A ſhewing of a heav'nly effect in an earthly actor. 
Par. That's it, I would have ſaid the ſame. 


1 Why, your dolphin is not luſtier : for me, I ſpeak 


ag Nay, *tis ay, "tis ſtrange, tis very ſtrange, that is the 


brief and the tedious of it, 224. moſt facinerious 


ſpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the —— 
La. Very hand of heav'n, 
Par. * fo I ſay. 
La. In a moſt weak —— 
Par. And debile miniſter, great power, great tranſcen- 


dence, which ſhould indeed give us a further uſe to be made 


than only the recov'ry of the King, as to be 
ns Generally thankful, 
SCENE YI 
Enter King, Helena, and Attendants. 


A here comes the & 


Lf. Luftick, as the Dutchman ſays : I'll like a maid 


the better while 1 have a tooth in my head: why, he's 


able to lead her a corranto, 
Par. Mort du Vinaigre ! is not this Helen ? 
nk. 'Fore God, I think ſo, 
ng. Go call before me all the Lorks in Court, 
my preſeryer, by thy patient's fide, 
with this healthful hand, whoſe baniſh'd ſenſe 
Thou haft repeal'd, a ſecond time receive 
confirmation of my promis d gift, 
Which but attends thy * 


Enter 
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Enter three or four Lords, © 
Fair maid, Tend forth thine eye; this youthful parcel 


Of noble batchelors ſtand at my beſtowing, 
Ober whom both ſor” reign power and fathers voice 


I have to uſe ; thy frank election make, 

Thoy haſt power to chuſe, and they none to forſake, 
Hel. To each of you, one fair and virtuous miſtreſs 

Fall, when love pleaſe !' marry, to each but one, 
Laf. I'd give bay curtala his furniture, 

My mouth no more were broken than theſe boys, 

And writ as little beard, | 
King. Peruſe them well: 

Not one of thoſe but had a noble Father. 

TShe addreſſes ber ſelf to Led. 

Hel. Gentlemen, heay'n hath, through me, reſtor d 

The King to health, 

" All. We underſtand it, and thank heav*n for you, 

Hel. I am a fimple maid, and therein wealthieſt, 

That I proteſt I fimply am a maid —— 

Pleaſe it your Majeſty, I have done already: 

The bluſhes in my cheeks thus whiſper me, 

We bluſh that thou ſhould'ft chuſe ; but being refus d 

Let the white death fit on thy c ech for ever, 


XZ Wl! n&er come there again, 


King, Make choice and fee, — 
Who ſhuns thy love ſhuns all his love in me. 

Hel. Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly, 
And to imperial Love that God moſt high, 
Do my ſighs ſtream : Sir, will you hear my ſuit? 

1 Lord. And grant it. 

fr Thanks, Sir; ——all the reſt is mute. 

I had rather be in this choice, thin throw Ames-ace 

for my life 

Hel. The honour, Sir, that flames in your fair eyes, 

[ To the ſecond Lord, 

Before I ſpeak, too threatningly replies : 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above, 
Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble loye } a 

2 Lord, No better, if you pleaſe. 3 1 
| | P'3 Heb,” 
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Hel. My wiſh receive, 
Which great Love grant! and ſo I take my leave. 


Laf. Do all they deny her ? if they were ſons of mine, 


I'd have them whipp'd, er I would ſend them to the Turk 
to make eunuchs of. 
Hel, Be not afraid that I your hand ſhould take, | 
To the third Lord, 
I'll never do you wrong for your own ſake ; 
Blefling upon your vows, and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed ! 


Laf. Theſe boys are boys of ice, they'll none of her: fure | 


they are baſtards to the Engliſß, the French ne er got em. 
Hel, You are too young, too happy, and too good 


To make your ſelf a ſon out of my blood, 
4 Lord. Fair one, I think not fo, 


Par. There's one grape yet, I am ſure thy father drunk £ 


wine. 
Laf. But if thou be*ſt not an aſs, I am a youth of four- 
teen: I have known thee already, 
Hel. 1 dare not ſay I take you, but I give 
Me and my ſervice, ever whilſt I live, 
Into your guiding power: this is the man, [To Bertram. 


King. Why then, young Bertram, take her, ſhe's thy wife. ; 


Ber. My wife, my Liege? I ſhall beſeech your Highneſs, 
In ſuch a bufineſs give me leave to uſe . 
The help of mine own eyes, 
King. Know | thou not, Bertram, 
What ſhe hath done for me ? 
Ber. Yes, my good Lord, 
But never hope to know why I ſhould marry her. 
King. Thou know'ſt ſhe rais'd me from my ſickly bed. 
Ber. But follows it, my Lord, to bring me down 
Muſt anſwer for your raiſing ? I know her well: 
She had her breeding at my father's charge : 
A poor phyſician's daughter: the my wife | 
Diſdain rather corrupt me ever 
King. Tis 
But title thou diſdain'ſt in her, the which 
3 caw hyild up ; ſtrange is it that our bloods 


[To the fourth, | 
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Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together, 
Would quite conſound diſtinction, yet ſtand off 
In differences ſo mighty. If ſhe be 
All that is virtuous, fave what thou diſlik'ſt 
A poor phyſician's daughter, thou diſlik"ſt 
Of virtue for the name : but do not ſo, 
From loweſt place when virtuous things proceed, 
The place is dignify'd by th' doer's deed. 
Where great addition ſwells, and virtue none, 
It is a dropſied honour ;. alone 
Is good without a name, in't ſelf is fo : 
The property by what it is ſhould go, 
Not by the title, She is young, wiſe, fair, 
In theſe to nature ſhe's immediate heir; 
And theſe breed honour : that is honour's ſcorn, 
Which challenges it ſelf as honour-born, 
And is not like the fire, Honours beſt thrive, 
When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our ſore- goers: the meer Word's a ſve 
Debaucht on every tomb, on every grave; 
A lying trophy ; and as oft is dumb, 
Where duſt and damn'd oblivion is the tomb ; 
Of honour'd bones indeed ; what ſhould be ſaid ? 
If thou canſt like this creature as a maid, 
Jean create the reſt: virtue and the, 
Is her own dow'r 3 honour and wealth from me. 
Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ftrive to do't. 
Ne... Thou wrong'f thy ſelf, if thou ſhouldſt ſtrive to 
uſe. 
Hel. That you are well reftor'd, my Lord, I'm glad ; 
Let the reſt go. a 
King, My honour's at the ſtake, which to defend 
I muſt produce my power. Here, take her hand, 
Proud ſcornful boy, unworthy this good gift, 
That doſt in vile miſpriſion ſhackle up 
My love, and her deſerr ; that canſt not dream, 
We poizing vs in her defective ſcale 
Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not know, 
It is in us to plant thine honour where 
We pleaſe to have it grow. Check thy contempt : 
Obey our will, which travels in thy good; . Believe 
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A not thy diſtiain, but preſently * gs 4 6d 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right 2 
Which both thy duty owes, and our power hs ; 
Or I will throw thee from my care for ever. 
Into the ſtaggers aid the careleſs lapſe 
Of youth and, ignorahce ; my revenge and hate 
Let looſe upon thee in the name of juſtice, 
Without all terms of pi Speak thine anfiver. 
Ber, Pardon, my bracious Lord; for 1 ſubtmit 
My fancy to your eyes. When 1 conſider L 
What great creation, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid ; I find that ſhe which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts moſt baſe, is now _ © 
The praiſed of the King z ; who fo ennobled, | l 
Is as twere born ſo. rr 
King. Take her by the hand, _ 
And tell her the is thine : to whom s 
A counterpoize; if not in thy eſtats 
A ballance more repleat. 
Ber. I take het hand. 
Kin ng. Good fortune, and the favour of the King | 
Smile upon the contract! whoſe ceremony ©, 
Shall ſeem expedient on the now born brief, 
And be perform'd to- night; the ſolemn feaſt 
Shall more attend upon the coming ſpace, 
ExpeQting abſent friends. As thou lov'ſt ber, 
Thy jove's to me religious ; ; elſe does err. | Exe . 
SCENE VII. Manent Perolles and Lafeu. 
Laf. Do you hear, Monheur ? a word with vou. 
Par. Vour pleaſure, Sir. 
Laf. Your lord and maſter did well to make his recan= 
tation. 
Par. Recantation ? my lord? my meſter? 
Laf. Ay, is it not a language I ſpeak ? 
Par. A moſt harſh one, and not to be doi with- 
out bloody ſucceeding, My maſtet? 
Laf. Are you companion to the Count Roufillon ? 
Par, To any Count; to all Counts; to what is man. 
Laf. To what is Count's man; Count's maſter is of an- 
other ſtile. 
Par. 
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Par. You are too old, Sir; let it ſatisſie you, you are 


too old, 

Laf. I muſt tell thee, firrah, I write man; to which 
title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

Laf. I did think thee for two ordinaries to be a pretty 
wiſe fellow; thou didſt make tolerable vent of thy travel, 
it might paſs 3 yet the ſcarfs and the bannerets about thee 
did manifoldly diſſuade me from believing thee a veſſel of 
too great a burthen, I have now found thee ; when I loſe 
thee again, I care not: yet art thou good for nothing but 
taking up, and that thou'rt ſcarce worth. 

2 Hadſt thou not the privilege of antiquity upon 

Laf. Do not plunge thy ſelf too far in anger, left thou 
e NY — Lo have mercy on thee for 
a hen! ſo, my good window of lattice, fare thee well 3 thy 
5 I look through thee, Give me 

Par. My Lord, you give me moſt egregious indignity. 

Laf. Ay, with all my heart, and thou art worthy of it. 

Par. I have not, my Lord, deſerv'd it. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, ev'ry dram of it; and I will net 
bate thee a ſcruple. | 

Par, Well, | ſhall be wiſer —— 

Laf. Ev'n as ſoon as thou canſt, for thou haſt to pull at 
a ſmack o'th* contrary. If ever thou beeſt bound in thy 
ſcarf and beaten, thou ſhalt find what it is to be proud of 
thy bondage. I have a deſire to hold my acquaintance” 
with thee, or rather my knowledge, that I may fay on 
thy defaults he is a man I know. 

Par, My Lord, you do me moſt inſupportable vexation. 

Laf. I would it were hell-pains for thy ſake, and my 
poor doing eternal, ® [Ext. 

Par. Well, thou haſt a fon ſhall take this diſgrace off 
me; ſcurvy, old, filthy, ſcurvy Lord: well, I muſt be pa- 
tient, there is no fettering of authority, I'll beat him, 


* ---- eternal : for doing I am paſt, as 1 will by thee, in what 
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by my life, if I ean meet him with any convenience, an 4 
he were double and double a Lord. I'Il have no more pity to | 
6f his age thin I would have of — PH at him, an if He 
I could but meet him again. Th 
Re. enter Lafeu. | : Spe 

* Taf. Sirrah, your lord and mafter's fnarffed, thete's Wl 
news for you + you have a new miſtreſs, © * f 
Par, 1 moſt unfeignedly beſeech your Lordſhip to make Fra 
fome reſervation of your wrongs. He, wy good Lord, Th 
3 I ferve above is my maſter. = -- 
Laf. Who ? God ? 1 . 45 Ac 

An 


Par. Ay, Sir. | | 
i. Dof. The devit it is, that's thy maſter, Wy doſt hoo Ih 
garter up thy arms o' this faſhion ? doſt make h6[e of thx 
ee ves? do other ſetvinits T6 ? thou ert beſt ſet thy lower WI 
part Where thy n6ſe ſtands, By mine honoue;, if I were | To 


but'two hours younger, I'd beat thee + methihks thou at a 
# general offence; ant every man ſhould bent thet. T think . | 
thou waſt created for men to breathe themſelvgs upon thee. | 1 
Par. This is hard and undeſerved meiiufe, 22 N II 
Lay. Go to, Sir; you were beaten in ty picking 4 


a kernel out of a pomegranate 3 ; you are 4 Wpabend, and 
nd true traveller: yon ere more ſawey with Lords and bo- 2 
nourable perſonages, than the heraldry of ybüt birth a 0 
virtue gives you commiſſion. Vu are not worth ayether 
word, elſe I'd call you knave, I leave you; ILE. 

1 SCENE et hot, V 

ar, Good, very good, it is o then. 

ler it be conctal'd a while, by oh 7h fl 


Be; Undone, and fotfeited to cares for erer? 2 ay 
Par, What is the matter, ſweet heart? 8 | 
Be, Althouyli Kefore the ſolemn pen 9 | * 

Iwill not bed her.. | | 


Par, What ? what, ſweet heart ? Ny 

Ber. O my Parilles, they have married the" | 
F'U to the Taften with, and never bed n * 

Par. France is « dog-hole, and it no more py the " 
tread of a man's foot: to th' wars! 

Ber. There's letters from my mother; vst th impoit | 
1. I know not yet. 5 

ar, 
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„ an Par. D be n. wars, my boy, 


pity to th 1 0 h - 3 ul 
. wears our im 2A cen, 
1 oY hugs his kickly-wickſy here at home, 
| Spending his manly marrow in her arms, 
Which ſhould ſuſtain the bound and high curvet 
Of Mars's fiery ſteed: to other regions 
Fance is a flable, we that dwell in't jades, 
Therefore to th' war 

Ber. It ſhall be ſo, I'll ſend her to my houſe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 

And whexetore I am fled ; write to the King 
That which I durſt not ſpeak. His preſent gift 
Shall furniſh me to thoſe Italian fields | 

Z W here noble fellows firike. War is no ſtrife 
To the dark houſe, and the deteſted wife, 

Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art ſare ? 

Ber. Go with me to my chamber, and adviſe me. 
il ſend her firait away: even to-morrow 
Ill to the wars, ſhe to her ſingle ſorrow. 

Par. Why, theſe balls bound, there's noiſe in't. Tis hard, 
A young man married is a man that's marr'd : 

IF Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go, 
he King has done you wrong: but huſh, tis ſo. [ Exeunt., 
| SCENE IX. Enter Helena aed Clown, 

Hel. My mother greets me kindly, is ſhe well? 

Ci. She is not well, but yet ſhe has her health; ſhe's 
very merry, but yet ſhe is not well : thanks be given ſhe's 
very, well and wants nothing i' th world; but yet the is 
not well. | 

Hel. If ſhe be very well, what does ſhe ail, that ſhe's 
not very well ? 

o. Truly ſhe's very well, indeed, but for two things. 
| Hel. What two things ? 
| Ci. One, that ſhe is not in heav'n, whither God ſend her 
- 2 quickly! the other, that ſhe's on earth, whence God ſend 
tha her. quickly! | 


Enter Parolles. 
don Par, Bleſs you, my fortunate lady ! . 


Par, 0 


— ͤ . — — 
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Hel. I hope, Sir, I have your good will to have tuine 
own good fortune. 

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on; and to keep 
— have them ſtill. O, my knave, how does my 

lady ? 

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles and I her mony, I 
would ſhe did as you Gay. 

Par, Why, I ſay nothing. N 

Clo, Marry, you are the wiſer man; for many a man's 
tongue ſhakes out his maſter's undoing : to ſay nothing, to 
do nothing, to know nothing, and to have nothing, is to 
be a great part of your title, which is within a very little 
of nothing 


Par, Away, thou'rt a knave. 


Clo, You ſhould have ſaid, Sir, before a knave ; thou | 


art a knave ; and I am before thee that art a knave : this 
had been truth, Sir. 
Par. Go to, thou ort a witty fool, I have found thee. 
Clo. Did you find me in your ſelf, Sir? or were 
taught to find me? the ſearch, Sir, was profitable, and much 
fool may you find in you, even to the world's pleaſure, and 
the encreaſe of laughter. | 
Par. A good knave, i'faith, and well fed, 
Madam, my lord will go away to-night, 
A very ſerious buſineſs calls on him. 
The great prerogative and rite of love, 
Which, as your due, time clajms, he does acknowledge, 
But puts it off by a compell'd reftraint : 
Whoſe want, and whoſe delay, are ſtrew'd with ſweets 
Which they diſtil now in the curbed time, 
To make the coming hour o'erflow with joy, 
And pleaſure drown the brim. 
Hel. What's his will ele ? | ; 
Par. That you will take your inſtant leave o th' King, 
And make this haſte as your own good proceeding, - 
Strengthen'd with what apology you thank 
May make it probable need. 
Hel, What more commands he? 
Par. That having this obtain'd, prelently 
Attend his further pleaſure, oY * 


Wie #*F* DB 
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vine Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will. 
Par. I ſhall report it ſo. [ Exit Par, 
ceep Hel. 1 pray you, Come, Sirrah. To the Cletun.] [ Exe, 
my 5 CE NE X. Enter Lafeu and Bertram, 


Laf. But I hope your Lordſhip thinks not him a ſoldier, 
y, 1 Ber. Yes, my Lord, and of very valiant approof, 

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance, 

Ber, And by other warranted teſtimony. 


un'! Laf. Then my dial goes not true; I took this lark for 
„ ig a bunting. | ; 1 
is to Ber. I do aſſure you, my Lord, he is very great in 
little knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 


Laf. I have then finoed againſt his experience, and tranſ- 
greſs d againſt his valour; and my tate that way is dange- 
thou rous, ſince I cannot yet find in my heart to repent; here 
this he comes; I pray you, make us friends, I will purſue the 
amity, 
ge. Enter Parolles. 
uch Laf. I pray you, Sir, who's his taylor? 
and Par, Sa? 
L. O, I know him well, I, Sit; he, Sir, 's a good 
wor , a very good taylor, | 
Ber. Is the gone to the King ? [ Afide to Parolles. 
Par. She is. ; 
Ber. Will ſhe away to-night ? 
lee, Par. As you' H have her. 
Ber. I have writ my letters, caſketed my treaſure, given 
ts order for our horſes 3 and to-night, when 1 ſhould take poſ- 
ſeſſion of the bride — and ere | do begin —— 
Laf. A good traveller is ſometbing at the latter end of 
a dinner; but one that lies three thirds, and uſes a knowa 
> guth to paſs « thouſand nothings with, ſhould be once 
King, heard and thrice beaten — God fave ſave you, captain 
Ber. Is there any unkindneſs between my Lord and you, 
, | 


Par. I know not how I have deſerved to run into my 
Lord's diſpleaſure, 
Laf. You have made ſhaft to run into't, boots and ſpurs 
and all, like him that leapt ite the cuſtard ; and out of it 
He, Ve. III. Q you" i] 
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1 you'll run again, rather than ſuffer queſtion for your reſi- 
we dence. | 
we Ber, It may be you have miſtaken him, my Lord, *? 
{18 Laf. And ſhall do ſo ever, tho I took him at's prayers, 
"8 Fare you well, my Lord, and believe this of me, there can 
. be no kernel in this light nut: the ſoul of this man is his 
is clothes. Truſt him not in matter of heavy conſequence : 
| J have kept of them tame, and know their natures. Fare- 
wel, Monſieur, I have ſpoken better of you than you have 
or will deſerve at my hand, but we muſt do good againſt 2 
evil. [ Exit, 7 
Par, An idle Lord, I ſwear. ö 


2 „2 * 


Ml | Ber. I think ſo. 
us Par, Why, do you not know him ? i 
it Ber. Yes, I do know him well, and common ſpeech 7 
gives him a worthy paſs. Here comes my clog, 5 
SCENE XI. Enter Helena. 6 
Hel. T have, Sir, as I was commanded from you, 
Spoke with the King, and have procur'd his leave 
For preſent parting ; only he deſires 
Some private ſpeech with you. 
Ber, I ſhall obey his will. 
You muſt not marvel, Helen, at my courſe, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
| The miniftration and required office 
On my particular. Prepar'd I was not . ; 
| For ſuch a buſineſs ; and am therefore found } 
1 


%. A 


1h So much unſettled : this drives me to intreat you, 
of | | That preſently you take your way for home, 
al i! | And rather muſe than aſk why, Iintreat you; 

| For my reſpects are better than they ſeem, 


F And my appointments have in them a need ; 
| Greater than ſhews it ſelf at the firſt view, 
To you that know them not, This to my mother, | 1 


| *Twill be two days ere I ſhall ſee you, ſo 
J leave you to your wiſdom. 1 
| Hel. Sir, I can nothing ſay, 4 a 
But that I am your moſt obedient ſervant. * 

Ber. Come, come, no more of that. . 


| x Hel 


iter, 
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Hel. And ever ſhall 
With true obſervance ſeek to eke out that 
Wherein tow'rd me my homely ſtars have fail'd 
To equal my great fortune, 

Ber, Let that go: 


2 My haſte is very great. Farewel z. bie home. 


Hel. Pray, Sir, your pardon, 
Ber, Well, what would you fay ? 
Hel. I am not worthy. of the wealth I owe, 
Nor dare I ſay tis mine, and yet it is; 
But, Iike a tim'rous thief, moſt fain would ſteal 
What law does vouch mine own, 
Ber, What would you have ? 
Hel, Something, and ſcarce ſo much == nothing indeed = 


T would not tell you what I would = faith, yes = 


Strangers and foes do ſunder, and not Kiſs, 

Ber, I pray you, ftay not; but in haſte to horſe, 

Hel, I ſhall not break your bidding, good my Lord. 

Ber, Where are my other men, Monfieur ? farewel, 
Go thou tow'rd home; where I will never come, [Ex. Hel, 
Whilſt I can ſhake my ſword, or hear the drum 
Away, and for our flight. 

Par, Bravely, Couragio! [ Exeurt, 


CT EE -SEENS Bb 
FLORENCE. 
Flouriſh, Enter the Duke of Florence, tw» French Lords, 
with ſoldiers, 
Duke, OO that from point to point now have you heard 
The fundamental reaſons of this war, 
Whoſe great decifion hath much blood let forth, 
And more thirſts after. 
1 Lord, Holy ſeems the quarrel 
Upon your Grace's part; but black and fearful 
On the oppoler's. 
- Duke, Therefore we marvel much, our couſin France 
Would, in fo juſt a buſineſs, ſhut his boſom 
Againſt our borrowing prayers, 
2 Lord, Good my Lord, 
The reaſons of our ftate I cannot yield, 
Q 2 But 


— — — — — — 
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But like a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a council frames 
By ſelf-unable motion, therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it, ſince I have found 
My (elf in my incertain grounds to fail 
As often as I gueſt, 

Duke. Be it his pleaſure, 

2 Lord. But I am ſore the younger of our nation, 
That ſurfeit on their eaſe, will day by day 
Come here for phyfick. 

Duke. Welcome ſhall they be: 
And all the honours that can fly from us, 
Shall on them ſettle. Vou know your places well; 
When better fall, for your avails they fall: 


To-morrow to the field, [Exeunt, f 


Enter Counteſs and Clown. 
Count, It hath happen'd a 
that he comes not along with her, 


SCENE II. an to Rouſillon in France. 


Clo. By my troth, I take my young Lord to be a very f 


melancholy man. 
Count. By what obſervance, I pray you ? 


. Ch, Why, he will look upon his boot, and fing; mend | 
his ruff, and fing ; aſk queſtions, and fing z pick bis teeth, 
and fing. I knew a man that had this trick of melancholy, 


ſold a goodly manor for a ſong. 
Count. Let me ſee what he writes, and when he means 
to come. . 

Cl, I have no mind to //bel fince I was at Court. Our 
old ling, and our Iſbels o'th* country, are nothing like your 
old ling, and your J/bels o'th* Court: the brain of my Cu- 
pid's knock'd out, and I begin to love, as an old man loves 
mony, with no ſtomach, | 

Count, What have we here ? 

Clo. E'en that you have there. [ Exit, 

FB FE Caunteſs reads a letter, 

T have ſent yen a daughter-in-law ; ſhe bath recovered 
the King, and undone me. I baue wedded ber, not bedded 
ber; and ſeworn to make the not eternal. You ſhall bear I 
am run away ; know it before the report come. Tes 

50 ; 


| as I would have had it, fave 


Ll 


_—_— — 1 
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breadth enough in the world, I will bold a lng diſtance. 
My duty to you, | 


Your unfortunate ſon; 


This is not well, raſh and unbridled boy, 
To fly the favours of ſo good a King, 
To pluck his indignation on thy head, 
By the miſprifing of a maid, too virtuous 
For the contempt of 'empire. | 

— Enter Clown, 

Ch. O Madam, yonder is heavy news within between 
two ſoldiers and my young lady. | : 

Count. What is the matter ? 

Clo. Nay, there is ſome comfort in the news, fome 
comfort, your ſon will not be kill'd fo ſoon as I thought 
he would, | 

- Count, Why ſhould he be kill'd ? 

Clo, So fay I, Madam, if he run away, as I hear he 
does; the danger is in ſtanding to't; that's the loſs of men, 
though it be the getting of children. Here they come will 
tell you more, For my part, I only heard your fon was run 
away. 

SCENE III. Enter Helena and two Gentlemen, 
1 Gen, Save you, good Madam, ; 
Hel, Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone. 

2 Gen, Do not fay fo. 

Count. Think upon patience, *pray you : Gentlemen, 
I've felt ſo many quirks of joy and grief, 

That the firſt face of neither on the ſtart 
Can woman me unto't, Where is my ſon? 

2 Gen, Madam, he's gone to ſerve the Duke of Florence, 
We met him thitherward, from thence we camo; 

And after ſome diſpatch in hand at Court, 
Thither we bend again, 

| Hel. Look on this letter, Madam, here's my paſſport. 
When thou canſt get the ring from my finger, which never 

fhall come off, and ſhew me a child begotten of — body that 
Jam father to, then call me huſband; but in ſuch a Then I 
write a Never. 


Thiz 1s a dreadful ſentence, 
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unt. Brought you this letter, Gentlemen? 

1 Gen. Ay, Madam, and, for the contents fake, are 
ſorry for our pains, | 

Count.” | prythee, Lady, have a better cheer, W 
If thou enęroſſeſt all the griefs as thine, 


Thou robb' ſt me of a moiety : he was my ſon, | 
But I do waſh his name out of my blood, Ne 
And thou art all my child, * TI 
2 Gen. Ay, Madam. I 
Count, And to be a ſoldier ? Ti 
2 Gen, Such is his noble e; and beliey't Tl 
The Duke will lay upon him all the honour 


That good convenience claims, 

- Count, Return you thither ? 
1 Gen. AY: Madam, with the ſwifteſt wing of ſpeed. 
Hel. *Till I bave no wiſt, Ibave nothing in France. 


"Tis bitter. [ g 


Count. Find you that there? 

Hel. Ves, Madam. 

x Gen. Tis but the boldneſs of his hand happily which 
his heart was not conſenting to. 

Count. Nothing in France until he have no wife ? 
There's nothing here that is too good for him 
But only ſhe, and ſhe deſerves a Lord, 

That twenty ſuch rude boys might tend upon, 
And call her hourly miſtreſs. Who was with him? 

1 Gen. A ſervant only, and a gentleman 
Which I have ſometime known. f 

Count. Parolles, was t not? 

1 Gen, Ay, my good Lady, he. 

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wickedneſs : 
my ſon corrupts a well-deriv'd nature with his induce- 
ment. 

1 Gen, Indeed, good Lady, the fellow has a deal of that 
too much, which *hoves him not much to have. 

Count. Y*are welcome, Gentlemen; I will intreat yeu, 
when you ſee my ſon, to tell him that his ſword ean never 
win the honour that he loſes ; more I' intreat you writ- 
ten to bear along, 

2 Gen, 
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2 Gen, We ſerve you, Madam, in that and all your 
worthieft affairs, 
Count, Not ſo, but as we change our courteſies. 
Will you draw near ? [ Exe, Count and Gentlemen, 
SCENE VV. 3 
Hel. *Till I baue no wife, I have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France until he has no wife 
Thou ſhalt have none, Rouſillon, none in France, 
Then haſt thou all again. Poor Lord! is't I 
That chaſe thee from thy country, and expoſe 
Thoſe tender limbs of thine to the event 
Of the nane-ſparing war? and is it I, 
That drive thee from the ſportive Court, where thou 
Waſt ſhot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Of ſrnoaky muſquets ? O you leaden meſſengers, 
That ride upon the violent ſpeed of fire, 
Fly with falſe aim, pierce the ſill-moving air 
That fings with piercing, do not touch my Lord: 
Whoever ſhoots at him, I ſet him there. 
Whoever charges on his forward breaſt, 
I am the caitiff that do hold him to it, 
And tho” I kill him not, I am the cauſe 
His death was ſo effected. Better twere 
I met the rav*ning lion when he roar'd 
With ſharp conſtraint of hunger: better twere 
That all the miſeries which nature owes 
Were mine at once. No, come thou home, Rouſillon, 
Whence honour but of danger wins a ſcar, 
As oft it loſes all. I will be gone : 
My being here it is that holds thee hence. 
Shall I ſtay here to do't? no, no, although 


: The air of paradiſe did fan the houſe, ' 

bo And angels offic'd all; I will be gone, | 
That pitiful rumour may report my flight 

at To conſolate thine ear, Come, night; end, day! 
For with the dark, poor thief, I'll ſteal away. [Exit, 

, SCENE V. Florence. 

er Flouriſh, Enter the Duke of Florence, Bertram, Drum 

bo and Trumpets, Soldiers, Parolles. 


Duke, The General of our horſe thou art, and we, 
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Great in our hope, - ga... 
Upon thy promiſing fortune, 
Ber, Sir, it is 
A charge 60 heey fre fy firength ; but yet 
We'll ſtrive to bear it for your worthy lake, 
To th' extream edge of hazard. 
Duke. Then go forth, 
And fortune play upon thy proſp* rous helm, 
As thy auſpicious miſtreſs! 
Ber, This very day, 
Great Mars, I put my 7 ſelf into thy file; 
Make me but like my thoughts, and I ſhall prove 
A lover of thy drum ; hater of loye. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE VI. , Rouſillon is France. 
Enter Counteſt and Steward. 
Count, Alas! and would you take the letter of her ? 
Might you not know ſhe would do as ſhe has done, 
By ſending me a letter? Read it again, 
LETTER, 
I am St. Jaques Pilgrim, thither rs] 
Ambitious love bath ſo in me offe 
That bare-foot i pa I the cold ground upon, 
With ſainted vow my faults to have amended, 
Write, zorite, that from the boom courſe of war, 
My deareſt maſt er, y our — ay hie; 
Bleſs — at home in 3 whilſt I from far 
is name with zealous fervour ſanfifie, 
His taken labours bid bim me forgive; 
L bis deſpightful! Juno ſent bim forth 
From courtly friends, wwith camping foes to Ewe, 
Where death and danger dog the beels of worth, 
He is too good and fair for death and me, 
Whom I my ſelf embrace, to ſet bim free, 


Ah, what ſharp ſtings are in her mildeſt words! 
Rynalds, you ne et lack'd advice ſo much, 
As letting her paſs ſo; had I ſpoke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intents, 
Which thus ſhe bath prevented, * 
N av, 
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. Stew, Pardon, Madam, ; 

Tf 1 had giv'n you this at over - night ; 

She might have been o er- ta en; and yet ſhe writes 

Purſuit would be but vain. | 
Count, What angel ſhall 

Bleſs this unworthy huſband ? he cannot thrive, 

Unleſs her prayers, which heav*n delights to hear 

And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 

Of greateſt juſtice, Write, oh, write, Rynaluo, 

To this unworthy. huſband of his wife; 

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 

That he does weigh too light : my greateft grief, 

Tho! little does he feel it, ſet down ſharply. 

Niſpatch the moſt convenient meſſenger ; 

When haply he ſhall hear that ſhe is gone, 

He will return, and hope I may that ſhe, 

Hearing ſo much, may ſpeed her foot again, 

Led hither by pure love. Which of them both 

Is deareſt to me, I've no ſkill in ſenſe 

To make diſtinction. Provide this meſſenger ; 

My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak, 

Grief would have tears, but ſorrow bids me ſpealæ. 


[Exeunt, : 
SCENE VII, Florence. 
A Tucket afar off. Enter an old Vida of Florence, Di- 
FE Violenta, 8 with ot Goo 
id, Nay, come. For i do approach ity, we 
ſhall loſe all the light, 5 oy + 


Dia. They ſay the French Count has done moſt ho- 
nourable ſervice. 

Wid. It is reported that he has ta'en their greateſt 
Commander, and that with his own hand he flew the 
Duke's brother. We have loſt our labour, they are 
gone a contrary way i bark, you may know by their 
trumpets, 

Mar. Come, let's return again, and ſuffice our ſelves 
with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed of this 
French Earl ; the honour of a maid is her name, and no 
legacy is ſo rich as honeſty, _ 


Wi. 
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Wid. I have told my neighbour how you have been ſol- 
licited by a gentleman his companion, 

Mar. I know that knave, hang him, one Parolles ; a 
filthy officer he is in thoſe ſuggeſtions for the young Earl; 
beware of them, Diana; their promiſes, enticements, 
oaths, tokens, and all theſe engines of luſt are but the 
things they go under; many a maid hath been ſeduced by 
them, and the miſery is, example, that ſo terrible ſhews 


in the wreck of maiden-hood, cannot for all that diſſuade i 


ſucceſſion, but that they are limed with the twigs that 
threaten them. I hope I need not to adviſe you further, 
but I hope your own grace will keep you where you are, 
tho" there were no further danger found, but the modeſty 
which is ſo loſt, | 

Dia. You ſhall not need to fear me. 

Enter Helena diſguiſed like a Pilgrim, 

Wid. I hope ſo. Look, here comes a Pilgrim ; I know 
ſhe will lye at my houſe; thither they ſend one another ; 
I'll queſtion her: God ſave you, Pilgrim ! whither are you 
bound? | 

Hel. To St, Faques le Grand, Where do the e 
lod 1 you? | Fey 

id, At the St. Francis here beſide the port. 

Hel. Is this the way ? [A march afar off, 
- Wid. Ay many#t. Hark you, they come this way. 
= will tarry, holy Pilgrim, but till the troops 

7. N 
I will conduct you where you ſhall be lodg'd; 
The rather, for I think I know your hoſteſs 
ample as my ſelf. 

Hel. Is it your ſelf? 

Mid. If you ſhall pleaſe fo, Pilgrim. 

Hel. I thank you, and will ftay upon your leiſure, 

Wid. You came, I think, from France 

Hel. True, I did ſo. 3 

id. Here you ſhall ſee a country - man of yours, 
That has done worthy ſervice. | 


Hel. His name, Ip ? 
Dia. The Count Ros . 
Hel. 


S 
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a Hel. But by the ear that hears moſt nobly of him; 


* His face I know not. 
Dia, Whatſoe er he is, 
3 4 He's bravely taken here. He ſtole from France, 
bt As *tis reported ; for the King had married bim 
4, Againft his liking, Think you it is ſo? 
re. f Hel. Ay ſurely, the meer truth; I know his lady. 
y | 


Dia, There is a gentleman that ſerves the Count 
Reports but courſely of her. : 


ade | Hel, What's his name ? — 

that Dia, Monſieur Parolles, 

her, Hel, Oh, I believe with him, 

1 In argument of praiſe, or to the worth 

eſty Of the great Count himſelf, ſhe 1s too mean 
To have her name repeated ; all her deſerving 
Is a reſerved honeſty, and that 
J bave not heard examin d. 

you Dia. Ah poor lady! | 

it 3 *Tis a hard bondage to become the wife 

you Of a deteſting lord, 


Mid. Ah! right; good creature! whereſoe er ſhe is, 
Her heart weighs ſadly z this young maid might do her 
A ſhrewd turn, if ſhe pleas d. 

Hel. How do you mean? 

May be, the am rous Count ſollicites her 
In the unlawful purpoſe. 
Mid. He does indeed, 
And brokes with all that can in ſuch a ſuit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid : 
But ſhe is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard 
In honeſteſt defence. 
SCENE VIII. Drum ard Colours, 
Enter Bertram, Parolles, Officers and Soldiers attending, 

Mar, The Gods forbid elle ! 

Nid. So now they come: | 
That is Antonio, the Duke's eldeſt fon ; 

That Eſcalus, | 
Hel, Which is the Frenchman ? 
Dia. He; 


That with the plume; tis a mot gallant fellow, 
4 2 


{ 
. 


' 


* 


Hel. 


I would he lov'd his wife: if he were honeſter, 
He were much goodlier. But is it not 
A handſome gentleman ? 

Hel. I like him well. 

Dia. Tis pity he's not honeft : yond's that ſame knave 
That leads him to theſe paces z were I his lady, 
I'd poiſon that vile raſcal. 

Hel. Which is he ? 


lancholy ? 
Hel. 383 he's hurt i'th* battel. 
Par. Loſe our drum 
Mar, He's ſhrewdly vex'd at ſomething. Look he bas 
ſpied us. 
Wid. Marry, bang you! 
Mar, And your courteſie, for a ring-carrier ! 
Wid. The troop is paſt : come, Pilgrim, Iwill bring you 
Where you ſhall hoſt ; of injoyn'd penitents 
There's four or five, to great St. Fagues bound, 
Already at my houſe. 
Hel. 1 humbly thank you : 
Pleaſe it this matron, and this gentle maid 
To eat with us to-night, the charge and t 
Shall be for me ; and to requite you further, 
J will beſtow ſome precepts on this virgin 


_ Worthy the note. 


Bacb. We'll take your offer kindly. 
SCENE IX. 
Enter Bertram and the two French Lords. 

1 Lord. Nay, good my Lord, put him to't: let him 
have his way. 

2 Lord. If your Lordſhip find him not a hilding, hold 
me no more in your teſpect. 

x Lord. On my life, my Lord, a bubble, 

Ber. Do you think I am fo far deceiv d in him? 

1 Lord. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own direct know- 
ledge, without any malice, but to ſpeak of bim as m 
kinſman ; he's a moſt notable coward, an infinite and end- 

liar, an hourly promiſe - breaker, the owner of no om 
quality worthy your Lordſhip's entertainment. * 
* 


[ Exeunt, 


Dia. That * with ſcarfs, Why is he me- 


[Exeunt Ber. Par. S. 7 
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- 2 Lord, It were fit you knew him, left repoſing too far 
in his virtue, which he hath not, he might at ſome great 
and truſty buſineſs in a main danger fail you. 

Ber. I would I knew in what particular action to try him. 

2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch off his dium; 
which you hear him ſo confidently undertake to do. 

1 Lord, I, with a troop of Florentines, will ſuddenly 
ſurprize him; ſuch I will have whom I am fare he knows 
not from the enemy i we will bind and hood-wink him fo 
that he ſhall ſuppoſe no other but that he is carried into the 
leaguer of the adverſaries, when we bring him to our own 
tents; be but your Lordſhip preſent at his examination, if 
he has he do not for the p e of his life, and in the higheſt 

X compulſion of baſe fear, offer to betray you, and deliver 
ir. Sc. all the intelligence in his power againſt you, and that with 
the divine forfeit of his ſoul upon oath, never truſt my 
ing you judgment in any thing, 

2 Lord, O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch his 
drum; he ſays he has a ſtratagem for t; when your Lord - 
ſhip ſees the bottom of his ſucceſs in't, and to what metal 
this counterfeit lump of oar will be melted, if you give 

him not Tom Drum's entertainment, ® your inclining can- 
not be removed. Here he comes. | 
SCENE X. Enter Parolles. 

1 Lord, O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the hu- 

mour of his defign, let him fetch off his drum in any hand. 


Exeunt, Ber. How now, Monſieur? this drum Rticks forely in 
| your diſpoſition, 

2 Lord. A pox on't, let it go, tis but a drum. 
let him Par, But a drum! is't but a drum? a drum fo loſt! 


there was excellent command] to charge in with our horſe 
ng, bold upon our own wings, and to rend our own ſoldiers, 
2 Lord, That was not to be blamed in the command of 
the ſervice ; it was a diſaſter of war that Ceſar himſelf could 
not have prevented, if he had been there to command, 


* Holingſhed in his deſcription of Ireland mentions a Lord Miyor 

of Dublin ſo hoſpitable that his Porter duck not give the meaneſt 

man that reſorted to his houſe Tom Drum i entertainment ; which is, 

3 a man in by the head and thrufi ban vt by the ſhuul- 
. 


Vor. III. R | Ber, 
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Ber, Well, we cannot greatly condemn our ſucceſs: ſome 
diſhonour we had in the loſs of that drum, but it is not to 
be recover'd. | 

Par. It might have been recover'd, 

Ber. It might, but it is not now, 


Par. It is to be recover d; but that the merit of ſer- 4 


vice is ſeldom attributed to the true and exact performer, I 
would have that drum or another, or bic jacet, 

Ber. Why, if you have a ſtomach to't, Monſieur ; if 
you think your my in ſtratagem can bring this inſtru- 
ment of honour again into his native quarter, be magnani- 
mous in the enterprize and go on; I will grace the attempt 
for a worthy exploit: if you fpeed well in it, the Duke 
ſhall both ſpeak. of it, and extend to you what further be- 


comes his greatneſs, even to the utmoſt ſyllable of uur 


worthineſs. 
Par. By the hand of a ſoldier, I will undertake it, 
Ber. But you muſt not now ſlumber in it. 


Par, I'll about it this evening, and I will preſently ven 6 


down my dilemma's, encourage my ſelf in my certainty, 
put my felf into my mortal preparation; and by midnight 
look to hear further from me. 


Ber, May I be bold to acquaint his Grace you are gane 


about it ? 

Par, 1 know not what the ſucceſs will be, my Lord ; 
but the attempt I vow. 

Ber. I know th'art valiant, and to the poſſibility of thy 
ſoldierſhip, will ſubſcribe for thee ; farewel, 

Par. I love not many words, [ Exit, 

SCENE XI. 

1 Lord. No more than a fiſh loves water. Is not this a 

ſtrange fellow, my Lord, that ſo confidently ſeems to un- 


dertake this buſineſs, which he knows is not to be done; \ 


damns himſelf to do it, and dares better be damn'd than 
to do't ? 
2 Lord. You do not know him, my Lord, as we do; 


certain it is, that he will ſteal himſelf into a man's favour, | 
and for a week eſcape a great deal of diſcoveries ; but when 


you find him out, you have him ever after, 


Ber. Why, do you think he will make no deed at ” | 
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of this that ſo ſeriouſly he does addreſs himſelf unto ? 
2 Lord. None in the world, but return with an inven- 
tion, and clap upon you two or three probable lies; but we 
have almoſt imboſt him, you ſhall ſee his fall to- night; for 
indeed he is not for your Lordſhip's reſpect, 
1 Lord, We'li make you ſome ſport with the fox ere we 
uncaſe him, He was firſt ſmoak d by the old Lord Laſen; 
when his diſguiſe and he are parted, tell me what a ſprat 
you ſhall find him ; which you ſhall ſee this very night. 
2 Lord. I muſt go and look my twigs ; he ſhall be caught, 
Ber. Your brother he ſhall go along with me. 
2 Lord. As't pleaſe your Lordſhip. I'll leave you, [| Exit, 
Ber. Now will I lead you to the houſe, and ſhew you 
The laſs I ſpoke of. 
1 Lord. But you fay ſhe's honeſt, 
Ber. That's all the fault: I ſpoke with her but once, 
And found her wondrous cold; but I ſent to her, 
By this ſame coxcomb that we have i'th' wind, 
Tokens and letters; which ſhe did reſend ; 
And this is all I've done: ſhe's a fair creature, 
Will you go ſee her ? 
1 Lerd. With all my heart, my Lord. Exeunt, 
SCENE XII. Enter Helena and Widow. 
Hel. If you miſdoubt me that I am not ſhe, 
I know not how I ſhall aſſure you further, 
But I ſhall loſe the grounds I work upon. 
Wid. Tho' my eſtate be fallen, I was well born, 
Nothing acquainted with theſe buſineſſes, 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any ſtaining act. 
Hel, Nor would I wiſh you, 
Firſt give me truſt, the Count he is my huſband, 
And what to your ſworn counſel I have ſpoken, 
Is ſo from word to word; and then you cannot, 0 
By the good aid that I of you ſhall borrow, 
Err in beſtowing it. 
Vid. I ſhould believe you, 
For you have ſhew'd me that which well approves 
Y*are great in fortune. | | 
Hel. Take this purſe of * | 
2 


In moſt rich choice : 
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And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which 1 will over-pay, and pay again 
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When I have found it. 
Lays down his wanton fiege before her beauty, 
Reſolves to carry her; let her eonſent, 

As we'll direct her how tis beſt to bear it. 

Now his importunate blood will nought deny 
That ſhe*ll demand: a ring the Count does wear 
That downward hath ſucceeded in his houſe 

From fon to ſon, ſome four or five deſcents, 

Since the firſt father wore it, This ring he holds 
yet in his idle fre, 

'To buy his will, it would not ſeem too dear, 


Howe er repented after. 


* 


Vid. Now do I ſee the bottom of your purpoſe, 
Hel. You ſee it lawful then, It is no more, 
But that your daughter, ere ſhe ſeems as won, 
Deſires this ring; appoints him an encounter; 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time, 
Her felf moſt chaſtly abſent : after this, 
To marry her, I'll add three thouſand crowns 
To what is paſt already. 
Mid. I have yielded: 
Inſtruct my daughter how ſhe ſhall perfever, 
That time and place, with this deceit ſo lawful, 
May prove coherent, Every night he comes 
With mukick of all ſorts, and ſongs compos 'd 
To her unworthineſs : it nothing ſteads us 
To chige him from our eaves, for he perſiſts, 
As if his life lay on't, | 
Hel. Why then to-night 
Let us aflay our plot, which if it ſpeed, 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed ; 
Unlawful meaning in a lawful a&, 
Where both not fan, and yet a finful fat. 
But let's about it, 


The Count wooes your daughter, | 


oF 
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ACT W. SCENE I. 
Continues in Florence, 
ar, with five or fix Soldiers 
in ambuſh, | 
Lord. E can come no other way but by this hedge- 
corner; when you ſally upon him, ſpeak what 


terrible language you will; though you underſtand it not 


your ſelves, no matter; for we muſt not ſeem to under- 


= ſtand him, unleſs ſome one amongſt us, whom we muſt 
produce for an interpreter, 


Sol. Good captain, let me be th' interpreter. 

Lord, Art not acquainted with him? knows he not thy 
voice? 

Sol. No, Sir, I warrant you. 

Lord, But what linke-woolfie haſt thou to ſpeak to us 


again ? 

Sol. Ev'n ſuch as you ſpeak to me. 

Lord, He muſt think us ſome band of ſtrangers th” 
adverſaries entertainment, Now he hath a ſmack of all 
neighbouring languages; therefore we muſt every one be a 
man of his own fancy, not to know what we ſpeak one to 


another: ſo we ſeem to know is to ſhew ſtraight our pur- 


poſe : chough's language, gabble enough, and good e- 
nough. As for you, interpreter, you muſt ſeem very po- 
litick, But couch, hoa! here he comes, to beguile two 


id hours in a ſleep, and then to return and ſwear the lies he 


forges. ; 
Enter Parolles. 

Par, Ten a clock ; within theſe three hours twill be 
time enough to go home. What ſhall I ſay I have done? 
it muſt be a very plaufive invention that carries it. They 
begin to ſmoak me, and diſgraces have of late knock*d too 
often at my door; I find my tongue is too fool-hardy, but 
my heart hath the fear of Mars before it and of his crea- 
tures, not daring the reports of my tongue. - 

Lord. This is the firſt truth that e' er thine own tongue 
was guilty of, [ Afedes 

Par, What the devil ſhould move me to undertake the 
recovery of this drum, „ . 

3 iy, 
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lity, and knowing I had no ſuch purpoſe? I muſt give 
my ſelf ſome hurts, and ſay I got them in exploit; yet \ 
ſlight ones will not carry it, They will ſay, came you off | 
with ſo little? and great ones I dare not give; z 5 0 
what's the inſtance? tongue, I muſt put you into a but- 
ter- woman's mouth, and buy my ſelf another of Bajaxet's I 
mute, if you prattle me into theſe perik. * 
Lord, Is it poſſible he ſhould know what he is, and be 
that he is ? [IAA 
Par. I would the cutting of my garments would ſerve | 
the turn, or the breaking of my | Spanif Sword, 
Lord. We cannot afford you fo. [ Afde, 3 
Par. Or the baring of my beard, and fto ſay it was in 
ſtratagem. | 
Lord. *Twould not do. [ 
Par. Or to drown my cloaths, and ſay I was ſtript. 
Lord. Hardly ſerve, 


Par, Though I ſware I leap'd from the window the 
Cittade}— 

Lord. How deep? how 

Par, Thirty fathom. 


Lia Three great oaths would fcarce make that be be- 1 
ved 


Aide. 
Par, I would I had any drum of the enemies, I would | 
ſwear I recover'd it. 
Lord. You ſhall hear one anon, r Abe, $ 
Par, A drum now of the enemies. [ Alarum within. 
Lord, Throco moavouſus, cargo, cargo, cargo. ; 
All, Cargo, cargo, williando b par corbo, cargo. 
Par. Oh! zxanſom, ranſom ; do not hide mine eyes. 


They ſeize bim and bliadſeld im, 
Titer. Baſt DO 7s by ſo 4 


Par. I know you are the Muſtes regiment, 
And I ſhall loſe my life for want of language, 
If there be here Germen or Dane, low Dutch, 
J-alian, or French, let him ſpeak to me, 
Y'll diſcover that hich ſhall undo the Florentine, 

Inter, Baſkes vauvado, 1 underſtand thee, and can ſpeak | 
thy tongue, Kerelybonto, Sir, betake thee to thy faith, for 
teventeen poniards are at thy boſem. 


—.— — 
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Would 
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within, © 


yes. 


Wi Hm, | 
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And hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on 
Something to ſave thy life, 
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Par. _ ” 
Inter. pray. 
Mancha bore. b. 


Lord. O ſceoribi dulchos voli vorcs. 
Inter. The General is content to ſpare thee yet, 


To gather from thee; Haply thou may ſt inform 


Par. Oh let me live, 


And all the ſecrets of our camp I'll ſhew ; 
Their force, their purpoſes ; nay, I'Il ſpeak that 
Which you will wonder at. 


Inter, But wilt thou faithfully ? 
Par, If I do not, damn me. 
Inter, Acordio linta. iE 
Come on, thou art granted . xit, 
* [ A ſport alarum within, 
Lord, Go, tell the Count Roufillon and my brother, 
We've caught the woodcock, and will keep him muffled 
Till we do hear from them. 
Sol. Captain, I will. 
Lord, He will betray us all unto our felves, 
Inform em that. 
Sol, Sol will, Sir, 
Lerd, Till then I'll keep him dark and ſafely lockt. 
| Excunt. 
SCENE II. Enter Bertram and Diana. 
Ber. They told me that your name was Fontibell, 
Dia. No, my good Lord, Diana. 
Ber. Titled Goddeſs, 
And worth it with addition ! but, fair ſoul, 
In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no maiden, but a monument : 
When you are dead you ſhould be ſuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and ſtern 3 
And now you ſhould be as your mother was 
When your ſweet ſelf was got, 
Dia, She then was honeſt, 
Her, So ſhould you be, 
Pa, 
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Dia. No. 
My mother did but duty; ſuch, my Lord, 
As you owe to your wife. 
Ber. No more o that 
I pr'ythee do not ſtrive againſt my vows : 
J was compell'd to her, but I love thee 
By love's own ſweet conſtraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of ſervice. 
Dia. Ay, ſo you ſerve us 
Till we ſerve you: but when you have our roſes, 
You barely leave our thorns to prick our ſelves, 
And mock us with our bareneſs. 
Ber, How have I ſworn ! 
Dia. Tis not the many oaths that make the truth, 
But the plain ſingle vow that is vow'd true; 
What is not holy that we ſwear not by, 
But take the High'ſt to witneſs : then pray tell me, 
If I ſhould ſwear by Jove's great attributes 
I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths, 
When I did love you ill? this has no holding 
To ſwear by him whom I proteſt to love, 
That I will work againſt him. Therefore your oaths 
Are words and poor conditions but unſeal'd, 
At leaſt in my opinion. 
Ber, Change it, change it : 
Be not ſo holy cruel. Love is holy, 
And my integrity ne*ergknew the crafts 
That you do charge men with : ſtand no more off, 
But give thy ſelf unto my fick defires, 
Which then recover. Say thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, ſhall fo perſever. 
Dia. I ſee that men make hopes in ſuch affairs 
That we'll forſake our ſelves, Give me that ring. 
Ber. I'll lend it thee, my dear, but have no power 
To give it from me. e 
Dia. Will you not, my Lord ? 
Ber, It is an honour *longing to our houſe, 
Bequeathed downgfrom many anceſtors, 
Which were the greateſt obloquy i th* world 
In me to loſe. 


s 


| And I'll be bid by thee, 
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Dia. Mine honour's ſuch a ring; 
My chaſtity's the jewel of our houſe, 
eathed down from many anceſtors, 

Which were the greateſt obloquy i th world 
In me to loſe, Thus your own proper wiſdom 
Brings in the champion honour on my part, 
Againſt your vain aſſault, _ | 

Ber, Here, take my ring. a 
My houſe, my honour, yea, my life be thine, 


% 


Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber-. 
J'l1 order take, my mother ſhall not hear, [ window 3 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth, | 
When you have conquer d my yet maiden-bed, 
Remaih there but an hour, nor ſpeak to me: 

My reaſons are moſt ſtrong, and you ſhall know them 
When back again this ring ſhall be deliver d; 

And on your finger, in the night, I'll put 

Another ring, that, what in time proceeds, 

May token to the future our paſt deeds, 
Adieu till then, then fail not: you have won 

A wife of me, tho* there my hope be done. 

Ber, A heav'n on earth I've won by wooing thee. [ Exit. 

Dia. For which live long to thank both heav'n and me 
You may ſo in the end, 
My mother told me juft how he would woo, 

As if ſhe fate in's heart; the ſays, all men 

Have the like oaths : he had ſworn to marry me 

When his wife's dead: therefore I'll lye with him 

When I am buried. Since men are ſo braid, 

Marry that will, I'll live and die a maid ; 

Only in this diſguiſe, I think't no fin 

To cozen him that would unjuftly win, [Exit, 
SCENE III. 

Enter the twwo French Lords, and two or three Soldiers, 

1 Lord, You have not given him his mother's letter ? 

2 Lord. I have deliver'd it an hour fince ; there is ſome- 
thing in't that ſtings his nature, for on the reading it he 
chang d · almoſt into another may, = 

| x Lord, 


202 Mis well that Ends well. 


1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon hint” for 
ſhaking off ſo good a wife and ſo ſweet a lady. | 
2 Lord, Eſpecially he bath incurred the everlaſting dif. 


pleaſure of the King, who had even tun'd his bounty to 


ſing happineſs to him. I will tell you a thing, but you | 


ſhall let it dwell darkly with you, 


1 Lord, When you have ſpoken it, "tis dead, and I am 
here id | 


the grave of it. 

2 Lord, He hath perverted a young gentlewoman 
Florence, of a moſt chaſt renown, and this night he fleſhes 

his will in the ſpoil of her honour ; he hath given her his 


monumental ring, and thinks himſelf made in the unchaſt | 


compoſition, 


1 Lord, Now God our rebellion! as we are our | 


ſelves, what things are we 

2 Lord. Meerly our own traitors 3 and as in the com- 
mon courſe of all treaſons, we ftill ſee them reveal them. 
ſelves, ere they attain to their abhorr'd ends; fo he that in 
this action contrives againſt his on nobility, in his proper 
ſtream o*erflows himſelf. 

x Lord, Is it not moſt damnable in us to be the trumpet - 
ers of our unlawful intents ? we ſhall not then have his com« 
pany to-night ? . * 

2 Lord, Not till after midnight; for he is dieted to his 


I Lord. That approaches apace : I would gladly have 
him ſee his companion anatomiz'd; that he might take 3 
meaſure of his own judgment, wherein ſo curiouſly he had 
ſet this counterfeit. 

2 Lord, We will not meddle with him till he come; for 
his preſence muſt be the whip of the other. 

1 Lord, In the mean time, what hear you of theſe wars? 

2 Lord. I hear there is an overture of peace. 

1 Lord. Nay, I aſſure you, a peace concluded, 

2" Lord, What will Count Ragin do then? will he 


travel higher, or return again into France ? 

1 I perceive by this demand are not altoge- 
— TIRES 
2 Lord, Let it be forbid, Sir! I be a great 
deal of his act. 


x Lord, 
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1 Lord. Sir, his wife ſome two months ſince fled from 
his houſe, her pretence is a pilgrimage to St. Jaques i 
grand; which holy undertaking, with a moſt auſtere 1. 
mony, ſhe accompliſh'd ; and there reſiding, the tenderneſs 


of her nature became as a prey to her grief; in fine, made 
a groan-of her laſt breath, and now ſhe ſings in heaven, 


2 Lord, How is this juſtified ? 
1 Lord. The ftronger part of it by her own letters, which 


makes her tory true, even to the point of her death; her 
death it ſelf (which could not be her office to ſay is come) 
was faithfully confirm'd by the Rector of the place. 


2 Lord. Hath the Count all this intelligence ? 
1 Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, from 


| point to point, to the full arming of the verity. 


2 Lord. I am heartily ſorry that he'll be glad of this. 

1 Lord, How mightily ſometimes we make us comforts 
of our lofles ! . 

2 Lord, And how mightily ſome other times we drown 
our gain in tears ! the great dignity that his valour hath 
here acquired for him, ſhall at home be encounter'd with a 
ſhame as ample. 

1 Lord, The web of our life DO 
and ill together: our virtues would be proud, if our faults 
whipt them not ; and our crimes would deſpair if they were 
not cheriſh'd by our virtues, 

Enter a Servant, 
How now ? where's your maſter ? | 

Ser, He met the Duke in the ſtreet, Sir, of whom he 
hath taken a ſolemn leave : his Lordſhip will next morning 


for France, The Duke hath offered him letters of com- 


mendations to the King. 

2 Lord, They ſhall be no more than needful there, if 
they were more than they can commend. 
SCENE IV, Enter Bertram. 

1 Lord. They cannot be too ſweet for the King's tart- 
neſs : here's his Lordſhip now. How now, my Lord, ist 
not after midnight ? | 

Ber. I have to-night diſpatch'd ſixteen buſineſſes, a 
month's length a-piece, by an abſtract of ſucceſs z I have 


contzied with the Duke, done my adieu W N 
a Ur 


—— 
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buried a wife, moutn ' d for her 3 writ to my Lady mother, 
I am returning; entertain d my convoy 3 and between 
theſe main parcels of diſpatch, effected many nicer deeds ; P 
the laſt was the greateſt, but that I have not ended yet. vicks 
2 Lord, If the buſineſs be of any difficulcy, and this | very 
morning your departure hence, it requires haſte of your | hope 
Lordſhip, 1 
Ber. I mean the buſineſs is not ended, as fearing to heat P 
of it kereafter, But ſhall we have this dialogue between 
the foal and the ſoldier ? come, bring forth this counterſeit - 2 
medal; has deceiv'd me, like a double-meaning prophe- - 1 
2 Lord, Bring him forth; h'as fate in the ſtocks all! had 
night, poor gallant knave. I the | 
Ber. No matter, his heels have deſerv'd it in uſurping 2 
his ſpurs ſo long. How does he carry himſelf ? = 
by w 

In 

P. 

or th 

I 

B 


1 Lord, I have told your Lordſhip, already: the ſocks|? 
carry him. But to auſwer you as you would be underſtood, 
he weeps like a wench that had ſhed her milk; he hath. 
confeſt himſelf to Morgan, whom he ſuppoſes to 'be a Fri riar, 
from the time of his remembrance to this very inſtant di- 
— V his ſetting i' th ſtocks ; and what think you he # 

eſt ? | 

Ber. Nothing of me, has he Pr 1 | 

2 Lord, His confeſſion is taken, and it an be read to 
his face ; if your Lordſhip be in't, as I believe you are, you 
muſt have the patience to hear it. 

SCENE V. Enter Parolles with bis Interpreter. 
— A plague upon him, m.. he can ſay 1 
ot me 

1 Lord. Huſh! Hoodman comes: Portarartareſſa. 

Inter. He calls for the tortures; what will you ſay with - 
out them? 

Par. I will confeſs what I know without conſtraint; i 
ye pinch me like a paſty, I can ſay no more. 

Inter. Poſko Cbimurco. 

1 Lord. Biblibindo chicurmurco. 

Inter. You are a merciful General: our General hid 
you anſwer to what I ſhall aſk you out of a note. 

n And truly, as J hope to live, 


b Iater, 


Inter, 
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Later. Firſt demand of him, how many horſe the Duke 
is ſtrong. What ſay you to that? 

Par, Five or fix thouſand, but very weak and — 
viceable ; the troops are all feater's, an and the commanders 
der ob upon my reputation and credit, ml 

to ve. 

inter, Shall I ſet down your anſwer ſo ? 

Par, Do, I'Il take the ſacrament on't, how and which 
way you will : all's one to me, | 

Ber. What a paſt-ſaving ſlave is this ! 

1 Lord. Ware deceiv'd, my Lord, this is Monſieur Pa- 
rolles, the gallant railitareſt, that was his own phraſe, that 
had the whole theory of war in the knot. of his ſcarf, and 
the practice in the chape of his dagger. 

2 Lord, I will never truſt a man again for keeping his 
ſword chan, nor believe he can bave every ern 


by wearing his apparel neatly, 


Inter. Well, that's ſet down, 

Par, Five or fix thouſand horſe I faid, I will fay true, 
or thereabouts ſet down, for I'll ſpeak truth. 

1 Lord. He's very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for't, in the nature he, 
delivers it, 

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, ſay. 

' Inter, Well, that's ſet down, 

Par, I humbly thank you, Sir z a truth's a truth, the 
rogues are marvellous poor, 

Inter, Demand of him of what ſtrength they are a- foot, 
what ſay you to that? 

Par. By my troth, Sir, if I were to live but this preſent, 
hour, I will tell true. Let me ſee; Spuriv a hundred and 
fifty, Sebaſtian ſo many, Corambus ſo many, Jaques ſo ma- 
ny; Guiltian, Coſmo, Lodoxwick and Gratii, two hundred 
and fifty each ; mine own company, Chitopher, Vaumend, 
Bentii, two hundred and fifty each ; ſo that the muſter file, 
rotten and ſound, upon my life amounts not to fifteen thou- 
ſand poll, half of the which dare not ſhake the ſnow from 
eff their caſſucks, leſt they ſhake themſelves to pieces. 

Der. What ſhall be done to him? 

I Hs but let” * have thanks, D 

VI., III. 
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Dake. my conditions, and what credit I have with the 
e. 

Inter, Well, that's ſet down. You ſhall demand of 
him, whether one captain Dumain be i'th* camp, a French. | 
man; what his reputation is with the Duke, what his va- | 
Jour, honeſty,” and expertneſs in war ; or whether he thinks 
It were not poſſible with well-weighing ſums of gold to cor- 
rupt him to a revolt. What ſay you to this? what do you | 
know of it ? | 


Par. I beſeech you, let me anſwer to the particular of | | 


the Interrogatories. Demand them ſingly. 

Inter. Do you know this captain Dumain ? 

Par. I know him; he was a botcher's prentice in Pari, 
from whence he was whipt for getting the ſheriff's fool | 
with child, a dumb innocent, that could not fay him nay, 


5 er, Nay by - # rap leave, hold your hands ; tho' Iknow þ | 


eit to the next tile that falls. : 
1 — . Wel, is this captain in the Duke of Florence Þ 
? 
. Upon my knowledge he is, and lowſie. d 
1 Lord, Nay, look not ſo upon me, we ſhall hear * 
your Lordſhip anon. 
* Inter, What is his reputation with the Duke ? / 
Par, The Duke knows him for no other but a poor of- 
ficer of mine, and writ to me the other day to turn him | 
Out o'th* band, I think I have his letter in my pocket. 
Inter, Marry, we'll ſearch. 

Par. In good fadneſs I do not know; either it is there, 
or it is upon a file with the Duke's other letters in my 
tent, 

Inter, Here tie, here's a paper, ſhall I read it to you? Þ 

Par. I do not know if it be it or no. 

Ber. Our interpreter does it well. 

1 Lord. Excellently, 

Lier. Dian, the Count's a fool, and full of gold. 

Par. That is not the Duke's letter, Sir; that is an ad- 
vertiſement to a proper maid in Florence, one Diana, to take | 
Heed of the allurement of one Count Roufillon, a fooliſh 
idle boy, but for all that very ruttiſh, I pray you, Sir, 
put it up again. 

Fur, 


e 


1 


ASN ET” 


» | 
8 


my 


of- 
him 
t. 
ere, 

my 


ou? 
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Fuer. Nay, I'll read i „ by your favour. 

Par, My meaning 29 was very honeſt in the 
behalf of the maid ; for I knew the young Count to be a 
dangerous and laſcivious boy, who is a whale to virginity, 
and devours up all the fry it finds, 

Interpreter reads the letter. | 
When he fevears oaths, bid him drop gold, and take it. 
After be ſcores, he never pays the ſcore : ; 
Half won is match well made, match well and make ita 

He ne er pays after-debts, take it before, 
And ſay a ſoldier (Dian) told thee this : 
Men are to mell wwith, boys are but to kit. 
For count on this, the Count's a fool, I know it, 
Who pays before, but not when he does orue it. 
Thane, as he vow'd to thee in thine ear, 1 
Ber, He ſhall be whipt through the AS 
er. He whipt ith this 
chime in his forehead, 42775 | 
2 Lord, This is your devoted friend, Sir, the manifold 
linguiſt and the armi-potent ſoldier, 
Ber, I could endure any thing before but a cat, and now 


he's a cat to me. 


Inter, 1 perceive, Sir, by the General's looks, we ſhall 


be fain to hang you, 
Par. My life, Sir, in any caſe z not that I am afraid to 


die, but that my offences being many, I would repent out 


the remainder of nature, Let me live, Sir, in a dungeon, 


I'th* ſtocks, any where, ſo I may live. 


Inter. We'll ſee what may be done, ſo you confeſs free - 


y; therefore once more to this captain Dumain : you have 


What is his honeſty ? | | 
Par, He will teal, Sir, an egg out of a cloiſter: for 
rapes and raviſhments he parallels Neus, He profeſſes not 
keeping of oaths ; in breaking them he is fironger than 
Hercules, He will lie, Sir, with ſuch volubility, that you 
would think truth were a fool: drunkenneſs is his beſt vir- 
tue, for he will be ſwine-drunk, and in his ſleep he does 
little harm, fave to his — about him; but they 
2 know 


* 
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know his conditions, and lay him in firaw. I have but 
little more to fay, Sir, of his honeſty, he has every 
that an honeſt man ſhould not have; what an honeſt 
ſhould have, he has nothi 

2 47 

er. For this d thine honeſty? a 
him for me, he is more and more a cat. pox pa | 

Euter. "What ſay you to his expertneſs in war ? 

Par, Faith, Sir, has led the gram before the Zugli | 
tragedians : to belie him 1 will not, and more of his iel. 
dierſhip I know not, except in that country, he Had the | 
Honour to be the officer at a place there call'd Mile-end, to 


inſtruct for the doubling of files. I would do the man what |; N 


honour I can, but of this I am not certain. 

1 Lord, He hath out-villain'd vilainy fo far that te | 
rarity redeems him. 
* Ber, A pox on him, he's a cat ſtill, 

Inter, His qualities being at this poor priee, I need e 
to aſk you, if gold will corrupt him to revolt, 

Par. Sir, for a Quart-d'ecu he will fell the fe- ſimple 


of his ſalvation, the inheritance of it, and cut th' intail 


© - "BON and a perpetual facralion in It prey 


| — What's bis brother, che other captain bu? 


2 Lord. Why do's he aſk him of me? 
Inter. What's he? 


Par. E'en a crow o' th* ſame neſt; not altogether ſo 
great as the firſt in goodneſs, but greater a great deal in evil. 
He excels his brother for u coward, yet his brother is re- 
puted one of the beft that is. In a retreat he out - rum 


any tacky ; marry, in coming on he has the cramp. 


9 if your life be ſaved, will you u to be. 


the Florentine ? 
"Po. Ay, and the captain of his horſe, Count — 
Inter, III whiſper with the General and know his plez- | 


„ a plague of all arms! 


fare, 


Par, T' no more 


f dramming 
only to ſeem to deſerve well, and to beguile the ſuppo- 


Gtion of that laſcivious young boy the Count, have on 


{ 


þ 


where I was taken ? 
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into danger; yet who would have ſuſpected 44. 

Inter. There is no remedy, Sir, but you mas? the 
General ſays, you that have fo traiterouſly diſcovered the 
ſecrets of your army, and made ſuch peſtiferous reports of 
men very nobly held, can ſerve the world for no honeſt 
ule ; therefore you muſt die, Come, headſman, off with 
his head. 

Par, O lord, Sir, let me live, or let me ſee my death. 

Inter, That ſhall you, and take your leave of all your 
friends: [Unbinding bim. 
So look about you; know you any here? 

Ber. Good morrow, noble captain. 

2 Lord. God bleſs you, captain Parollet. * 

1 Lord. God ſave you, noble captain. 

2 Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord 
Lafeu ? 1 am for France, 

1 Lord, Good captain, will you give me a copy of that 
ſame ſonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the Count 
Roufillon ? If I were not a very coward, I'd compel it of 
you; but fare you well. Exeunt, 

Inter, You are undone, captain, all but your ſcarf z that 
has a knot on't yet. 

Par. Who cannot be cruſh'd with a plot ? 

Inter. If you could find out a country where but women 
were that had receiv'd ſo much ſhame, you might begin an 
impudent nation. Fare you well, Sir, I am for France 
too, we ſhall ſpeak of you there, [Exit, 

SCENE VI, 

Par, Yet I am thankful : if my heart were great, 

*Twould burſt at this. Captain I'll be no more, 

But I will eat and drink, and ſleep as ſoft 

As eaptain ſhall, Simply the thing I am 

Shall make me live: who knows himſelf a braggart, 

Let him fear this; for it will come to paſs, 

That every braggart ſhall be found an aſs. | 
Ruſt, ſword! cool, bluſhes! and, Parolles, live 

Safeſt in ſhame ! being fool'd by tool'ry thrive ; 5 
Thete's place and means for every man alive. a 
I'll after them. [ Exit. 
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SCENE vn. The Widnw's bouſe at Florence, 
5 Enter Helena, Widew and Diana, 


Fel. That you maywell perceive I have not wrong'd you, | 


One of the greateſt in the chriſtian world 
Shall be my ſurety ; *fore whoſe throne "tis needful, 
Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel, 
Time was I did him a deſited office, = 
Dear almoſt as his life ; for which, gratitude b 
Through flinty Tarrars boſom would peep fort, 
And anſwer thanks. I duly am inform'sd, 
His Grace is at Marſeilles, to which place 
We have convenient convoy; you muſt know 
I am ſuppoſed dead; the army breaking, 
My huſband hies dim home, where, heaven ai 
gan leave of my go0d Lord the King, 
l be before our welcome, 

Wid. Gentle Madam, 
You never had a ſervant to whos truſt 
Your bufineſs was more welcome, b 

Hel, Nor you, miſtreſs, 
Ever a friend, whoſe thoughts more truly labour 
To recompence your love : doubt not but heav*n 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter's dowre, 
As it hath fated her to be my motive 
And helper to a huſband. But, O ſtrange men! 
That can 1 ſweet uſe make of what they hate, 
When fancy truſting in the cozen'd thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night; ſo luſt doth play 
With what it loaths for that which is away. 
But more of this hereafter. You, Diana, 
— mates peed ens ſuffer 

in my behalf, 

Dia. Let death and honeſty 
Go with your impoſitions, I am yours 
Upon your will to ſuffer, 

Hal. Yet I pray you, 
Rear with the word: the time will bring on ſummer, 
When briars ſhall have leaves as well as thorns, 
And be as ſweet as ſharp : we muſt away, 
Our waggon is ptepat d, and time reviles us p 

Ns 


I 
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. M's avell that Ends well, ſtill the fine's the crown; 
What-e'er the courſe, the end is the renown, [IN 
du, | SCENE VIII. to Rouſillon in France. 


eter Conteſs, Lateu, and Clown. 
Laf. No, no, no, your fon was miſ-led with a ſnipt 
taffata fellow there, whoſe villainous ſaffron would have 
| made all the unbak'd and dowy youth of a nation in his 
a colour, * Your daughter-in-law had been alive at this 
hour,” and your ſon here at home more advanc'd by the 
King, but for that red-tail'd humble-bee I ſpeak of, 
Count, I would he had not known him, it was the death 
of the moſt virtuous gentlewoman that ever nature had 
praiſe for creating; if ſhe had partaken of my fleſh, and 
coſt me the deareſt groans of a mother, I could not have 
owed her a more rooted love. 
Loaf. *T'was a good lady, "twas a good lady. We may 
pick a thouſand ſallets ere we light on ſuch another herb, 
Ch, Indeed, Sir, ſhe was the ſweet marjoram of the 
ſallet, or rather the herb of grace. 
| Lef They are not fallet-herbs, you knave, they are 
noſe- herbs. 
; Clo, I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, I have not 
much {kill in graſs, 
| Laf. Whether doſt thou profeſs thy ſelf, a knave or a 
8 fool ? 
Cb. A fool, Sir, at a woman's ſervice, and a knave at 
2. man's, 
Laf. Your diſtinction? | 
Ch, 1 would cozen the man of his wife, and do his ſer- 
vice. 
Laf. So you were a knave at his ſervice indeed. 
Ch, And I would give his wife my folly, Sir, to do her 


ſervice. 

Laf. I will ſubſcribe for thee, thou art both knave and 
fool. 

Ch. At your ſervice, 

Laf. No, no, no, * 


„ alluding to two fiſhions then in vogue; one of uſing yellow 
2 fer their fuffs and ba ds, the other of colouring with 
- Oil, 


Al ", Clo, 


i 
| 
\ 


| 
| 
| 
. 
1 
| 
| 


212 Ar well that Ends well. 


Clo. Why, Sir, if I cannot ſerve you, I can ſerve a 

t a Prince as you are. 

Laf. Who's that, a Frenchman ? 

Faith, Sir, he has an Eg name, | but his phiſ- 
nomy is more hanour's in France than there, ® 

Laf. What Prince is that ? | 

Clo, The black Prince, Sir, alias the Prince of dark a 
neſs, alias the Devil. 

Laf. Hold thee, there's my purſe ; I give thee not this 
to ſeduce thee from thy maſter thou talk' ſt of, ſerve him 
ſtill, 

Clo, I am a woodland fellow, Sir, that always lov'd a 
great fire, and the maſter I ſpeale of ever keeps a a good fire ; Þ 
but fince he is the Prince of the world, let his nobility te- 


. 2 


r 


main in's Court. I am for the houſe with the narrow | 
gate, which I take to be too little for pomp to enter : ſome | 


that humble themſelves may, but the many will be too 
chill and tender, and they'll be for the flowry way that leads 
$0 the broad gate, and the great fire, 

Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be a weary of thee, and 
I tell thee ſo before, becauſe I would not fall out with 
thee. Go thy ways, let my horfes be well look'd to, wich- 


9 „ 


out any tricks, 


Cho. If I put any tricks upon em, they ſhall be jades 
tricks, which are their own right by the law of nature. 


[Exit, 7 
Laf. A ſhrewd knave, and an unhappy» 


Count, So he 1s. My Lord that's gone made himſelf 


much ſport out of him; by his authority he remains here, $ 
which he thinks is a patent for his ſawcinefs z and indeed | 
he has no place, but tuns where he will. 

Laf. I like him well, tis not amiſs ; and I was about 
to tell you, fince 1 beard of the good lady's death, and 
that my Lord your ſon was upon his return home, I mov'd | 
the King my maſter to ſpeak in the behalf of my daughter; 
which in the minority of them both, his Majeſty, out of | 
a ſelf-gracious zemembrance, did firſt propole 3 his Highneſs | 
hath promuy'd me to do it; and to ſtop up: the diſpleaſure 


* Almeng to the der complexion? of be Trewh, 


he 
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he hath conceiv'd againſt your ſon, there is no fitter matter, 
How does your Ladyſhip like it? 

Count, With very much content, my Lord, and I wiſh 

ie happily gin 

His Highneſs comes poſt from Marſeills, "of as 
N thirty; he will be here 
to-morrow, or I am deceiv'd by him that in ſuch intelli- 
gence hath ſeldom fail'd. 

Count. It rejoices me that I hape I ſhall ſee him ere I die. 
J have letters that my ſon will be here to-night : I ſhall 
beſeech your Lordſhip to remain with me till they meet 
together, 

Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what manners 1 
might ſafely be admitted. 

Count, You need but plead your honourable 

Laf. Lady, of that I have made —_ but I 
thank my God it holds yet. 

Enter Clown, 

Ch. O Madam, yonder's my Lord your fon with a patch 
of velvet on's face; whether there be a ſcar under*t or no 
the velvet knows, but tis a goodly patch of velvet; hisleft 
cheek is a cheek of two pile and a half, but his right eels 
is worn bare. 

Count, A ſcar nobly got, or a noble n is a good l- 
very of honour. So belike is that. 

Clo. But it is your carbinado'd * face. 

Laf. Let us go ſee your ſon, I pray you: I long to talk 
with the young noble { 

Ch, Faith, there's a dozen of 'em with delicate fine 
hats and moſt courteous feathers, which bow the head, and 
nod at every man. | [Exeant, 


ACT V. SCENE I. 

+ MARSEILLES. 
Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with tc Attendants, - 
Hel, UT this exceeding poſting day and night 

Muſt wear your ſpirits low z we cannot help it. 
But fince you've made the days and nights as one 
To wear your gentle limbs-in my effairs, 
bete i dre intended from a wound given with x c 
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Be bold, you do ſo grow in my requital 

As nothing can unroot you, in happy time, 
Enter a Gentleman, 

This man may help me to his Majeſty's ear, 

If he would ſpend his power. God ſave you, Sir. 

Gent, And you. 

Hel. Sir, I have ſeen you in the Court of France, 

Gent, I have been ſometimes there. 

Hel, I do preſume, Sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodneſs 3 
And therefore goaded with moſt ſharp occaſions 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The uſe of your own virtues, for the which 
I ſhall continue thankful. 

Gent, What's your will ? 

Hel, That it will pleaſe you 
To give this poor petition to the King, 

And aid me with that ſtore of power you have, 
To come into his preſence, 

Gent, The King's not here. 

Hel. Not here, Sir? 

Gent, Not indeed, 

He hence remov d laſt night, and with more haſte 
Than is his uſe. 
Mid. Lord, how we loſe our pains ! 
Hel. All's cell that Ends tuell yet, 
Tho' time ſeem ſo adverſe, and means unfit; 
I do beſeech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent, Marry, as I take it, to Roufillon, 
Whither I'm going. 

Hel, I beſeech you, Sir, 

Since you are like to ſee the King before me, 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand, 
Which, I preſume, ſhall render you no blame, 
But rather make you thank your pains for it. 
I will come after you with what good ſpeed 
Our means will make us means, 
Gent, This I'l] do for you, 
Hel. And you ſhall find your ſelf to be well " 
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What-e'er falls more. We muſt to horſe again, 
Go provide. ' 

e SCENE. II. Refills, 

Enter Clown and Parolles. 

Par. Good Mr, Levatch, give my lord Lafeu this letter; 
have ere now, Sir, been better known to you, when I 
Fhave held familiarity with freſher cloaths; but I am now, 
ir, muddied in fortune's moat, and ſmell ſomewhat ſtrong 
Jof her ſtrong diſpleaſure. 
3 Ch, Truly fortune's diſpleaſure is but ſluttiſh, if it ſmell 
ſo ſtrongly as thou ſpeak” of: I will henceforth eat no fiſh 
af fortune's butt' ring. Pr'ythee, allow the wind. 
Par. Nay, you need not to ſtop your noſe, Sir; I ſpake 
but by a metaphor. 
3 Ch. Indeed, Sir, if your metaphor ſtink, I will top 
rr — againſt any man's metaphor, Pr'ythee, get thee 
urther, 

Par, Pray you, Sir, deliver me this paper. 

Cho, Foh! pr'ythee, ſtand away; a paper from for- 
ane's cloſe-ftool, to give to a nobleman! look here he 
omes himſelf, 

Enter Lafeu. 


Clo, Here is a pur of fortune's, Sir, or of fortune's cat, 
(but not a muſk-cat ;) that hath fall'n into the unclean 
ſhpond of her diſpleaſure, and, as he ſays, is muddied 
ithal, Pray you, Sir, uſe the carp as you may, for he 
ooks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, fooliſh, raſcally knave. 
do pity his diſtreſs in my ſimiles of comfort, and leave 
Him to your Lordſhip. 
"er, BY Lord, I am a man whom fortune hath cruelly 
cratch'd, 
Laf. And what would you have me to do? tis too late 
to pare her nails now. Wherein have you play'd the knave 
ith fortune, that ſhe ſhould ſcratch you, who of ber ſelf 
$ a good lady, and would not have knaves thrive long un- 
der her? there's a Quart- d ecu for you: let the Juſtices 
ake you and fortune friends; I am for other buſineſs. 
Par, I beſeech your honour to hear me one ſingle word. 
Laf. You beg a ſingle penny more ; come, you ſhall 
ta't, fave your word, N 
7 Far. 


[Exeunt, 
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Par. My name, my good Lord, is Parolles, | 
. Laf. You beg more than one word then. Cox? my paſ. 
fon, give me your hand: how does your drum? 

Par. O my good Lord, you were the firſt that found me, 


Laf. Was I, inſooth? and I was the firſt that Joſt thee, | 


Par. It lyes in you, my Lord, to bring me in ſome grace, | 


for you did bring me out. 


Laf. Out upon thee, knave ! doſt thou put upon me 


at once both the office of God and the devil ? one brings 


thee in grace, and the other brings thee out, The King's | 
coming, I know by his trumpets. Sirrah, inquire further | 


after me, I had talk of you laſt night; tho* you are a fool 
and a knave, you ſhall eat; go to, follow, 


Par, I praiſe God for you, [E. 


S GENE III. 
'Flouriſh, Enter King, Counteſs, Lafeu, the tepo French 
Lords, wvith Attendants, 

King, We loſt a jewel of her, and our efteem ' 
Was made much poorer by it; but your fon, | 
As mad in folly, lack'd the ſenſe to know 
Her eſtimat on home. 

Count, *Tis paſt, my Liege; 
And I beſeech your Majeſty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done i' th' blaze of youth, 
When oil and fire, too ſtrong for reaſon's force, 
O'er-bear it, and burn on. 

King. My honour'd Lady, 
I have forgiven and forgotten all; 
Tho' my revenges were high bent upon him, 
And watch'd the time to ſhoot, 

Laf. This I muſt ſay, | 
But firſt I beg my pardon ; the young Lord did 
To his Majeſty, his mother, and his lady, 
Offence of mighty note; but to himſelf 
The greateſt wrong of all. He loſt a wife, 
Whole beauty did aftoniſh the ſurvey | 
Of richeſt eyes ; whoſe words all ears took capti 
Whoſe dear perfection, hearts that ſcorn'd to 
Hombly call'd miſtreſs, 

King. Praifing what is loſt, 


Makes | 


Make 
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Makes the remembrance dear. Well——call him hither 
We're reconcil'd, and the firſt view ſhall kill 

All repetition ; let him not aſk our pardon, 


The matter of his great offence is dead, 
And deeper than oblivion we do bury 


Th' incenfing relicks of it. Let him approach 
A ſtranger, no offender z and inform him 
So tis our will he ſhould. 
Gent, I ſhall, my Liege, Exit, 
King, What ſays he to your daughter? have you ſpoke ? 
Laf: All that he is hath reference to your Hi . 
ng. Then ſhall we have a match. I have letters ſent 
That ſet him high in fame. 
SCENE IV. Enter Bertram. 
— He looks well on' t. 
ng. I'm not a q of ſeaſon, 
For thou miy'| ſee a ſun-ſhine and a hail 
In me at once; but to the brighteſt beams 


Diſtracted clouds give way; ſo ſtand thou forth, 


The time is fair again. ö 

Ber. My high-repented blames, 
Dear Sovereign, pardon to me. 

King, All is whole, 
Not one word more of the conſumed time, 
Let's take the inſtant by the forward top; 
For we are old, and on our quick'f decrees 
Th inaudible and noiſeleſs foot of time 
Steals, ere we can effect them, You remember 
The daughter of this Lord ? 

Ber, Admiringly, my Liege, Even at frſt 
I ſtuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durſt make too bold a he of my tongue: 
Where the impreſſion of mane eye enfixing, 
Contempt his ſcornful perſpeQive did lend me, 
Which warp'd the line of every other favour g 
Scorch'd a fair colour, or expreſs d it ſtol'n, 
Extended or contracted all proportions 
To a moſt hideous object: thence it came, 


That the whom all men prais'd, and whom my ſelf, 
Vor, III. * I 4 8 
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Since I have loſt, have lov'd, was in mine eye 
The duſt that did offend it. 
King. Well excus d: 
That thou didſt love her, ſtrikes ſome ſcores awa 
From the great compt; but love that comes too lie, 
(Like a remorſeful pardon ſlowly carried 
To an offender) turns to ſour repentance 
Crying, that's good that's gone: our raſh faults 
Make trivial price of ſerious things we have, 
Not knowing them, until we know their grave, 
Oft our diſpleaſures, to our ſelves unjuſt, 
Deftroy our Friends, and after weep their duſt : 
Our own love waking cries to ſee what's done, 
While ſhameful hate out the afternoon. 
Be this ſweet Helen's „ and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin, 
The main conſents are had, and here we'll ſtay 
To ſee our widower's ſecond marriage - day: 
Count, Which better than the firſt, O dear heav'n, bleſs, 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, ceaſe ! 
Laf. Come,on, my ſon, in whom my houſe's name 
Muſt be digeſted 1 give a favour from you 
To ſparkle in the ſpirits of my daughter, 
That ſhe may quickly come, By my old beard, 
[Ber. gives @ ring, 
And ev*ry hair that's on't, Helen that's dead 
Was a ſweet creature: ſuch a ring as this, 
The laſt tim&-e*er ſhe took her leave at Court, 
I ſaw upon her finger. 
Ber, Hers it was not. 
King. Now, pray you, let mg ſee it. For mine eye, 
While I was ſpeaking, oft was fiften'd to't : 
This ring was mine, and when I gave it Helen, 
I bad ber, if her fortunes ever ſtood 
Neceſſited to help, that by this token 
1 would relieve her. Had you that craft to *ceave her 
Of what ſhould ſtead her moſt ? 
Ber, My gractous Sovereign, 
Howe er it pleaſes you to take it ſo, 
The ring was never hen. 
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Count. Son, on my life | 

I've ſeen her wear it, and ſhe reckon'd it 

At her life's rate. 

Laf. I'm ſure I ſaw her wear it. 
Ber. You are deceiv'd, my Lord, ſhe never ſaw it; 

In Florence was it from a caſement thrown me, 

Wrap'd in a paper, which contain'd the name 

Of her that threw it : noble ſhe was, and thought 

I ftood ungag'd, but when I had ſubſcrib'd 

To mine own fortune, and inform d her fully 
I could not anſwer in that courſe of bonour 
As ſhe had made the overture ; ſhe ceaſt 
In heavy ſatisfaction, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 
King, Plutus himſelf, 
hat the tin and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in nature's myſtery more ſcience 
han I have in this ring. Twas mine, twas Helen's, 

hoever gave it you: then if you know 

at you are well acquainted with your ſelf, 
onfeſs *twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
ou got it from her, She call'd the Saints to ſurety, 
That the would never put it from her finger, 

nleſs ſhe gave it to your ſelf in bed, 
here you have never come) or ſeat it us 
pon her great diſaſter, 
Be. She never ſaw it. 
King. Thou ſpeak'ſt it falſely, as I love mine honour ; 
nd mak ſt conje&'ral fears to come into me, 
Which I would fain ſhut out ; if it ſhould prove 
hat thou art ſo inhuman twill not prove ſo 
nd yet I know not thou did'ſt hate her deadly, 
nd ſhe is dead; Which nothing, but to cloſe 
ler eyes my ſelf, could win me to beheve, 
Lore than to ſee this ring. Take him _ 
[Guards ſeize Bertram, 

y fore-paſt proofs, howe er the matter fall, 
hall tax my fears of little vanity, 
laving vainly fear'd too little, Away with him, 

eU Gift this matter further. 
* Ber, 
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Ber. If you ſhall prove 
This ring was ever hers, you ſhall as eaſie 
Prove that I huſbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet ſhe never was, [Exit Bertram guarded, 
SCENE V. Ester a Gentleman. 
King. I'm wrap'd in diſmal thinking. 
Gent, Gracious Sovereign, 
Whether I've been to blame or no, I know not 
Here's a petition from a Florentine 
Who hath ſome four or five removes come ſhort . 
To tender it her ſelf, I undertook it, | 
Vanquiſh'd thereto by the fair grace and 
Of the poor ſuppliant, who by this I know 
Is here attending : her buſineſs looks in her 
With an importing viſage, and ſhe told me 
In a ſweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your Highneſs with her ſelf. 
gy — 7 
s ations to . Bit wvife wa 
aud, Thisfs ts fo it, he won ins.” Bis is the Count Rou· 
fillon a ui, er, bis wow are forfeited to me, ops don 
nour s paid to bim. He ftole from Florence, taking ns leave, 
and I follow bim to this country for juſtice : grant it me, 0 
King, in your breaſt it lies; otherwiſe a ſe fouriſba, 
and a poor maid is undone, 
Diana Capulet, 


Laf. I will buy me a ſon-in-law in a fair and for 
him; for this, I'll none of him. 

King. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafeu, 
To bring forth this diſcovery. Seek theſe ſuitors : 

Go ſpeedily, and bring again the Count, 

Enter Bertram, 
J am afraid the life of Helen (Lady) 
Was foully ſnatch'd. 

Count, Now juſtice on the doers ! 

King, I wonder, Sir, wives are ſo monſtrous to you, 
And that you fly them as you ſwear to them; 
Yet you defire to wed, What woman's that ? 

Enter Widow and Diana. 
Dia. I am, my Lord, a wretched Florentine, / 
2 Derivel 


rded, 


eri ved 


AllÞs well that Ends well. 


Derived from the ancient Capulet ; 
My ſuit, as I do underſtand, you know, 
And therefore know how far I may be pitied . 

Mid. I am her mother, Sir, whoſe age and honour 

Both ſuffer under this complaint we bring, 

And both ſhall ceaſe without your remedy. - 

' King, Come hither, Count; do you not know theſe 
women ? | 

Ber, My Lord, I neither can nor will deny 
But that I know them ; do they charge me further ? 

Dia. Why do you look ſo ſtrange upon your wife t 

Ber, She's none of mine, my Lord, 

Dia, If you ſhall marry, | 
You give away this hand, and that is mine; 

You give away heav'n's vows, and thoſe are mine 3 
You give away my fleſh, which is known mine 3 
For I by vow am ſo embodied yours, 

That ſhe which marries you muſt marry me, 
Either both or none, | 

Laf. Your reputation comes 
Short for my daughter, you are no huſband for her. [To Ber, 

Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and deſperate creature, 
Whom ſometime I have laugh'd with: let your Highneſs 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour 
Than e er to think that I would fink it here. 

King, Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to friend 
Till yaur deeds gain them: fairer prove your honour 
Than in my thought it lyes ! 

Dia. Now, good my Lord, 

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my virgin] 
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King, Why ſay'ſt thou to her? 
Ber, She's impudent, my Lord, 
And was a common gameſter to the camp» 
Dia. He does me wrong, my Lord ; if I were ſo 
He might have bought me at a common price, 
Do not believe him. O, behold this ring, 
Whoſe high reſpect and rich validity 
Did lack à parallel: yet for all that 
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He gave it to a commoner o' th* camp, 
If I be one. 

Cont. He bluſhes, and tis his: 
Of ſix preceding anceſtors, that gemm 
Conferr d by teſtament to th* ſequent iſſue, 
Hath fo been ow'd and worn. This is his wife, 
That ring's a thouſand proofs, 

King. Methought you ſaid 
You ſaw one here in Court could witneſs it. 

Dia. Idid, my Lord, but loth am to produce 
So bad an inftrument ; his name's Parolles, 

Laf. I ſaw the man to-day, if man he be, 

King, Find him, and bring him hither. 

Ber. What of him ? 
He's quoted for a moſt perfidious ſlave, 
With all the ſpots o'th* world tax'd and deboſh'd, 
Whoſe nature fickens but to ſpeak a truth 5 
Am I or that or this, for what he'll utter, 
That will ſpeak any thing? 

King. She hath that ring of yours. 

Ber, I think the bas; certain it is I lik'd her, 
And boarded her i' th' wanton way of youth: 
She knew her diſtance, and did angle for me, 
Mading my eagerneſs with her reſtraint ; 
As all impediments in fancy's courſe 


Are motives of more fancy: and in fine, 


Her in fuit coming with her modern grace, 
Subdu'd me to her rate: ſhe got the ring, 
And I had that which any inferior might 
At market-price have bought. 

Dia, I much be patient 
You that turn'd off a firſt ſo noble wife, 
May juſtly diet me. I pray you yet, 
(Since you lack virtue, I will loſe a huſband,) 
Send for your ring, I will return this home, 
And give me mine again. 

Ber, I have it not. 

King, What ring was yours, I pray you ? 


D:a. Much like that fame upon your finger, Sir. 
King. Know you this ring? this ting was his — 


ids 
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Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed, * 
Kino, The ſtory then goes falſe, you threw it him 
Out of a caſement, 
Dia. I have ſpoke the truth. 
SCENE VI. Enter Parolles. 


. 
. 
: 


' Ber, My Lord, I doconfeſs the ring was hers. 


King, You boggle ſhrewdly, every feather ſtarts you : 
Is this the man you ſpeak of? 

Dia. It is, my Lord. 

King, Tell me, but tell me true, ſirrah, I charge yoo, 
Not fearing the diſpleaſure of your maſter, 1 
Which on your juſt proceeding I'll keep off; 

By him, and by this woman here, what know you ? 

Par. So pleaſe your Majeſty, my maſter hath been an 
honourable gentleman, Tricks he hath had in him, which 
gentlemen have, 

King. Come, come, to the purpoſe; did he love this 
woman ? | | 

Par, *Faith, Sir, he did love her, but how ! 

King, How, I pray you? - | n 

Par. He did love her, Sir, as a gentleman loves a woman, 

King, How is that? 

Par. He lov'd her, Sir, and lov'd her not. 

King. As theu art a knave, and no knave; what an e- 
gorvocal companion is this? | 
Par. I am a poor man, and at your Majeſty's command. 

Laf. He's a good drum, my Lord, but a naughty orator, 

Dia. Do you know he promis'd me marriage ? 

Par, Faith, I know more than I'll ſpeak, 

King. But wilt thou not ſpeak all thou know'R ? 

Par, Yes, fo pleaſe your Majeſty, I did go between 
them, as I ſaid 3 but more than that, he lov'd her: for 
indeed he was mad for her, and talk'd of Satan, and of limbo, 
and of furies, and I know not what; yet I was in that 
credit with them at that time, that I knew of their going 
to bed, and of other motions, as promiſing her marriage, 
and things that would derive me ill-will to ſpeak of; there- 
fore I will not ſpeak what I know. 

King. Thou haſt ſpoken all already, unleſs thou * 
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they are married; but thou art too fine in thy evidence; 
therefore ſtand afide, This ring, you ſay, was yours ? 
Dia. Ay, my good Lord. 

King, Where did you buy it ? or who gave it you ? 


Dia. It was not given me, nor did I buy it. 


King. Who lent it you ? 
—— It was not lent me neither. 
ng. Where did you find it then ? 
Dia. I found it not. 
King, If it were yours by none of all theſe ways, 
How could you give it him ? 
Dia. I never gave it him. 


Laf. This woman's an eaſie glove, my Lord, the goes 


off and on at pleaſure, 

- King, This ring was mine, I gave it his firſt wife, 
Dia, It might be yours, or hers, for ought I know, 
King. Take her away, I do not like her now; 
To priſon with her: and away with him. 

Unleſs thou tell'ſt me where thou hadft this ring, 
'Thou dieft within this hour, 

Dia. I'll never tell you. 

King. Take her away. 

Dia. I'll put in bail, my Liege. 

King. I think thee now ſome common cuſtomer: 


Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, twas you. [To Lafeu, 


Xing. 


Panti 


* herefore haſt thou 2 him all this while ? 
1a, Becauſe he is guilty, and he is not guilty 

He knows I am no maid, — he'll ſwear to't 3 ; 
I'll ſwear I am a maid, and he knows not. 
Great King, I am no trumpet, by my life 
I'm either maid, or elſe this old man's wife. 
to Lafen, 
King. She does abuſe our ears; to priſon with her. 

Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail, Stay, royal Sir, 


[ Exit Widow, 


The jeweller that owes the ring is fent for, 

And he ſhall ſurety me. 

Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himſelf, 

Tho' yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him, 
I 


But for this Lord, 


[ To Bert, 


He 
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He knows himſelf my bed he hath defil'd, 
And at that time he got his wife with child; 
Dead tho' ſhe be, ſhe feels her young one 1 
So there's my riddle, one that's dead is quick, 
And now behold the meaning, 

Enter Helena and Widow. 
King, Is there no exorcift 
Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ? 
Is't real that I ſee? _ 
Hel, No, my good Lord, 
"Tis but the ſhadow of a wife you ſee, 
The name, and not the thing. 
Ber. Both, both z oh, pardon! 
Hel. Oh, rhy good Lord, when I was like this maid, 
I found you wond rous kind; there is your ring, 
And look you, here's your letter: this it ſays, 


When from my finger you can get this ring, 
ad ce by n= SAL, bow This now is done. 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won? 
Ber, If ſhe, my Liege, can make me know this clearly, 
PI love her dearly, ever, ever death. 
Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce ſtep between me and you ! 
O, my dear mother, do I ſee you living? [To the Counteſr. 
L Mine eyes ſmell onions, I ſhall weep anon: 
New, good Tom Drum, lend me a handkerchief, [ToParolles. 
So, 2 wait on me home, I'll make ſport with 


ee: 
Let thy courteſies alone, they are ſcurvy ones. 
King. Let us from point to point this ſtory know, 
To * the even truth in pleaſure flow: 
If thou beeſt yet a freſh uncropped flower, [To Diana. 
Chuſe thou thy huſband, and I'll pay thy dower; 
For I can gueſs that by thy honeſt aid 
Thou kept'ſt a wife her ſelf, thy ſelf a maid, 
Of that and all the progreſs more and leſs, 
Reſolvedly more leifare ſhall expreſs : 
All yet ſeems well, and if it end ſo meet, 
The bitter paſt, more welcome is the ſweet, _— 
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E PI L O G u E. 
Spoken by the E N C. 


HE King's a beggar, nono tho'pley be thao 7 
All is well Ended, if this fuit be won, 
That you expreſs content; which wve «vill pay, 
With frife to pleaſe you, day exceeding day 3 
Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts, 
Your genth bands lend us, and tate our hearts, 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


ORSINGO,- Date of Illyris. | 
Sx BASTIAN, & young Gentleman, Brother to Viola. 
Ax ron 10, @ Sea-captain, Friend to Sebaſtian, 


VALENTINE 
3 & Gentlemen attending on the Dute, 


Sir Tony Brren, Uncle to Olivia. 


Sir Anpatw AGUE-CKIEX, @ fookſfo Knight, pretend- 


MarvoLio, a fantaſtical Steward to Olivia. 
Servant to Olivia. 


oe Lady of great Thus and fortune, belov'd by 


Vior A, in love with the Duke, 
MAR1A, Olivia's Woman, - - 


Tria, Sailors, Offers; end other Attendants 


se EME, «Cy on the cat of Wyria, 
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ACT L SQ NEL 
The Palace, 
' Enter the Dukt, Curio, and Lords. 
Duke, F mulick be the food of love, play on, 
Give me exceſs of it; that furfeiting 
The appetite may bcken, and ſo die. 
That ſtrain again, it had a dying fall: 
O, it came o'er m — like the ſweet ſcuch 
That breathes upon a bavk of 
Stealing and giving odour, Naht! 90 more; 
Tis not ſo ſweet now as it was before. . 
O ſpirit of love, ho quick and freſh art thou! 
That, notwithſtanding thy capacity 
Rec veth as the ſea, nought enters there 
Of what validity and pitch ſoe er, 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
Ever in a minute; ſo full of ſhapes is fancy, 
And thou all o'er art high fantaſtical. 
Cur, Will you go hunt, my Lord? 
Duke, What, Curie 
Cur, The hart. 


Duke, Why, ſo I do, — 
Vor. III. 
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O, when mine eyes did ſee Olivia firſt, © 
Methought ſhe purg'd the air of peſtilence; 
That inſtant was 1 turn'd into a hart, 
And my deſires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
E'er fince purſue me. How now, what news from her? 
Enter Valentine, 

Val. So pleaſe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 
Bnt from her hand-maid do return this anſwer : 
"The element it ſelf, *till ſeven years hence, 
Shall not behold her face at ample view: 
But like a cloyſtreſs ſhe will veiled walk, 
And water once a day her chambers round 
With eye-offending brine : all this to ſeaſon 
A brother's dead love, which ſhe would keep freſh 
And laſting in her fad remembrance till, 

Duke.” O! ſhe that hath a heart of that fine frame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
How will ſhe love, when the rich golden ſhaft 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections elſe 
That live in her ! when liver, brain, and heart, 
Three ſov'reign thrones, are all ſupply d, and fill'd, 
Her ſweet perfections, with one ſelf- ſame King ! 
Away before me to ſweet beds of flowers, 1 
Love-thoughts lye rich, when canopy'd with bowers. 


SCENE I, The Streer, © 
Enter Viola, @ Captain and Sailors, 
Jo. What country, friends, is this? 
Cap. Illyria, Lady. 
Vio. And what ſhould I do in 1lhyria ? 

My brother he is in Elyſium. 

Perchance he is not drown'd z what think you, ſailors ? 
Cap. It is perchance that you your ſelf were ſav d. 
s. O my poor brother! ſo perchance may he be. 
Cap. True, Madam: and to comfort you with chance, 

Aſſure your ſelf, after our ſhip did ſplit, 

When you, and that poor number ſav'd with you, 

Hung on our driving boat: I ſaw your brother, 

Moſt provident in peril, bind himſelf 


(Courage and hope both teaching him the pragice) 


. To 


. 


7? 
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To a ſtrong maſt that liv'd upon the ſea ; 

Where like Arion on the dolphin's back, 

I faw him hold acquaintance with the waves, 

So long as I could ſee. 

Vio, There's gold for ſaying ſo, 

Mine own eſcape unfoldeth to my hope, 

Whereto thy ſpeech ſerves for authority, 

The like of him. And knoweft thou this eountry ? 
' Cap, Ay, Madam, well; for I was bred and born 
Not three hours travel from this very place. 

Vio. Who governs here? 

Cap. A noble Duke in nature 
As in his name. | 

Vio. What is his name? 

Cap. Orſino. 

Vio. Orfino ! I have heard my father name him: 
He was a batchelor then, 

Cap. And fo is now, or was ſo very late; 

For but a month ago I went from hence, 

And then twas freſh in murmur (as you know 
What great ones do, the leſs will prattle of) 
That he did ſeek the love of fair Olivia. 

Vio. What's ſhe ? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
That dy'd ſome twelve months fince, then leaving her 
In the protection of his ſon, her brother, 

Who ſhortly alſo dy*d : for whoſe dear love, 
They ſay, the hath abjur'd the company 
And ſight of men, 

Vio, O that I ſerv'd that Lady, 

And't might not be deliver'd to the world, , 
Till I had made mine own occafion mellow, ö 
What my eſtate is! 

Cap. That were hard to compaſs, 

Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuit, 


— 


No, not the Duke's. 


Vo. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain z 
And tho? that nature with a beauteous wall 
Noth oft cloſe in pollution; yet of thee 
I will believe, thou haſt a mind that ſuits 
U 2 With 
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With this thy fair and outward character. 
Ipr'ythec, and I'll pay thee bounteouſſy, 
Conceal me what I am, and be my aid 
For ſuch diſguiſe as haply ſhall become 


The form of my intent, I'll ſerve this Duke, 


Thou ſhalt preſent me as an eunuch to him, 

It may be worth thy pains ; for I can fing, 
And ſpeak to him in many forts of muſick, 
That will allow me very worth his ſervice. 
What elle may hap, to time I will commit, 
Only ſhape thou thy ſilence to my wit. | 

Cap, Be you his eunuch, and your mute I'll be: 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not ſee! _ 

Vio. I thank thee; lead me on. [ Exeunt, 

SCENE III. Olivia's Houſe, 
Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 

Sir To, What a plague means my niece to take the 
_ of her brother thus? I am ſure care's an enemy 
to life. ; 

Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you muſt come in earlier 
a-nights ; your niece, my Lady, takes great exceptions to 
your ill hours, 

Sir To, Why, let her except before excepted. 

Mar, Ay, but you muſt confine your ſelf within the 
modeſt limits of order, 

Sir To, Confine ? I'll confine my ſelf no finer than 1 


am; theſe clothes are good enough to drink in, and fo be 


theſe boots too; if they be not, let them hang themſelves 
in their own ſtraps, 

Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you; I heard 
my Lady talk of it yeſterday, and of a fooliſh Knight that 
you brought in one night here, to be her wooer, 

Sir To, Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ? 

Mar. Ay, he. 

Sir To. He's as tall a man as any in I'ria, 

Mar. What's that to th' purpoſe ? ; 

Sir To, Why, he bas three thouſand ducats a year, 

Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all theſe ducats : 
he's a very fool, and a prodi 

Sir To, Fie, that you'll fay ſo! he plays o ch' vigl-de- 

| wit 


, 


vill, 
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mbo, and . three or four languages word for word 
— —— hath all the good vifts of nature, | 

Mar. He hath indeed, almoſt natural; for beſides. that 
he's a fool, he's a great quatreller; and but that he hath 
the gift of a coward to allay the guſt he hath in quarreling, 
*tis thought among the prudent, he would quickly have the 
gift of a grave. 

Sir To, By this hand, they are ſcoundrels and ſubſtrac- 
tors that ſay ſo of him, Who are they? 

Mar. They that add moreover, he's drunk nightly in 
r company. 

Sir To. With drinking healths to my niece : I'll drink 
to her as long as there is a paſſage in my throat, and drink 
in Lhyria. He's a coward and a Keſtrel that will not drinle 
to my niece till his brains turn o'th' toe like a pariſh-top. 
What, wench ? “ Caftiliano wolto ! for here comes Sir An- 
drew Ague-cheek, 

SCENE IV. Enter Sir Andrew, 

Sir And, Sir Toby Belch ! how now, Sir Toby Belch? 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew ! | | 

Sir And, Bleſs you, fair Shrew. 

- Mar. And you too, Sir. 

Sir To. Accoſt, Sir Andrew, accoſt. 

Sir And, What's that? 

Sir To. My niece's chamber-maid, 

Sir And, Good miſtreſs Accof?, I deſire better acquain» 
tance, . 

Mar. My name is Mary, Sir, 

Sir And, Good miſtreſs Mary Accoft. 

Sir To, You miſtake, Knight: accoſt is, front her, 
board her, wooe her, aſſail her. 

Sir And, By my troth, I would not undertake her in this 
company, Is that the meaning of accoſt ? 

Mar. Fare you well, Gentlemen, 

Sir To, If let her part ſo, Sir Andrew, would thou 
might never draw ſword again. 


By Cafiilian countenance here he means her bef, her mof civil 
and courtly looks, which he bids her put on becauſe Sir Andrew. is 


U 3 Sir 
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Sir And, If you part ſo, miſtreſs, I would I might never 
N ana air lady, do you think you have fool 
in | 

Mar. Sir, I have not you by th' hand. 

Sir And. Marry, byt you ſhall have, and here's my hand, 

Mar. Now, Sir, thought is free: I pray you, bring 
Four hand to th* buttery-bar, and let it drink, | 
Sir And, Wherefore, ſweet heart ? what's your metas 
phor ? | 

Mar. It's dry, Sir, 

Sir Aud. Why, I think fo: I am not ſuch an afs, but 1 
can keep my hand dry. But what's your joſt ? | 

Mar. A dry jeſt, Sir. 

Sir And. Are you full of them ? 

Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my fingers ends: marry, 
| now I let go your hand, I am barren. [ Exit Maria, 
in Sir To, O Knight, thou lack'ſt a cup of canary : when 
FR did I ſee thee ſo put down? _ 
. Sir And, Never in your life, I think, unleſs you ſee 
canary put me down : methinks ſometimes I have no more 
wit than a chriſtian or an ordinary man has; but I am a 
a great eater of beef, and I believe that does harm to 
my wit. 

Sir To, No queſtion, 

Sir Ard, If I thought that, I'd forſwear it. I'II ride 
Home to-morrow, Sir Toby. 

Sir To. Pourguoy, my dear Knight? 

Sir And, What is pourguvy ? do, or not do? I would 
I had beſtowed that time in the tongues that I have in 
2 dancing, and bear- baiting. O had I but follow d 7 
the arts 

Sir To. Then hadſt thou had an excellent head of hair. 

Sir And, Why, would that have mended my hair ? ca 

Sir To, Paſt queſtion, for thou ſeeſt it will not curl by WR 
Dature, | 
Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, does't not? 

Sir 70. Excellent, it hangs like flax on a diſtaff ; and C 
J hope to ſee a houſewife take thee between her legs and 7 


Pin it off, 
| Sir And, Faith, TI home to-morrow, du Toby 3 — 
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neice will not be ſeen, or if the be, it's four to one ſhe'll 
none of me: the Duke himſelf here hard by wooes her, 

Sir To, She'll none o'th* Duke, ſhe I not match above 
her degree, neither in eſtate, years, nor wit; I have heard 
her ſwear, Tut, there's life in't, man. 

Sir And, I'M Ray a month pager: T am a fellow o'th* 
ſtrangeſt mind i'th* world: I delight in maſks and revels 
ſometimes altogether. 

Sir To, Art thou good at theſe kick-ſhaws, Knight ? 

Sir And, As any man in Iiyria whatſoever he be, under 
the degree of my betters, and yet I will not compare with 
an old man. | 

Sir To, What is thy excellence in a galliard, Knight? 

Sir And, Faith, I can cut a caper. . 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't. 

Sir And, And I think T have the back-trick, fimply as 
ſtrong as any man in Ihyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are theſe things hid? wherefore have 
theſe gifts a curtain before em? are they like to take duſt, 
like — Malls picture? why doſt thou not go to 
church in a galliard, and come home in a coranto? my 
very walk chould be a jig: IT would not ſo much as make 
water but in a cinque - pace: what doſt thou mean ? is it a 
world to hide virtues in? I did think, by the excellent 
— of thy leg, it was form'd under the ſtar of a 
galliard. | 

Sir And. Ay, tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent well in 
a flame - colour d ſtocking. Shall we ſet about ſome revels? 

Sir To, What ſhall we do elſe? were we not born under 
Taurus ? ; 

Sir And. Taurus ? that's fides and heart. 

Sir To, No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me ſee thee 


| Caper z ha! higher : ba! ha! excellent. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE V. The Palace. 
Enter Valentine, and Viola in man's attire, 

Val. If the Duke continue theſe favours towards you, 
Ceſario, you are like to be much advanc'd; he hath known 
you but three days, and already you are no ſtranger, 

Vie. You either fear his humour, or wy negligence, that 

10 
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you call in queſtion the continuance of his love, Is he in · 
conſtant, Sir, in his favours ? 
Val. No, believe me, | 
Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants, 
Pio. I thank you: here comes the Duke, 
Date. Who ſaw Ceſario, hoa? 
Vie. On your attendance, my Lord, here. 
Duke. Stand you a while aloof, Ceſario, 
Thou know ſt no leſs, but all: I have unclaſp'd 
To thee the book even of my ſecret ſoul. 
Therefore, good youth, addreſs thy gate unto her, 
Be not deny d acceſs, ſtand at her doors, 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot ſhall grow 
Till thou have audience. 
Vio. Sure, my noble Lord, 
If the be ſo abandon'd to her ſorrow 
As it is ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 
Duke, Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 
Rather than make unprofited return, 
Vio. Say I do ſpeak with her, my Lord, -what then ? 
Duke. O then, unfold the paſſion of my love, 
Sarprize her with diſcourſe of my dear faith; 
It ſhall become thee well to act my woes; 
She will attend it better in thy youth 
Than in a nuncio of more grave af; 
Vio. I think not ſo, my Lord. 
Duke, Dear lad, believe it: 
For they ſhall yet belie thy happy years, 
That ſay thou art a man: Diana's lip 
Is not more ſmooth and rubious; thy ſmall pipe 
Is as the maiden's argan, ſhrill and ſound, 
And all is ſemblative a woman's part. 
I know thy conſtellation is right apt 
For this affair: ſome four or five attend him, 
All if you will; for I my ſelf arp beſt 
When leaſt in company. Proſper well in this, 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his fortunes thine, 
Vio. I'll do my beſt 
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Who-e er I woo, my fi 


or be turn'd away; is not that as good as a 
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To woo your Lady; yet O banefyl ſtrife! 
elf would he his wife. [Exeunt, 
SCENE VI. Olivia“: Houſe, * 
Enter Maria and Clotun. | 
Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haſt been, or 1 
will not open my lips ſo wide as a briſtle may enter in wa 
of thy excuſe ; my Lady will hang thee for thy abſence, 
Clo, Let her hang me; he that is well hang'd in this 
world needs fear no colours, 
Mar, Make that good, | 
Ch. He fhall ſee none ol fear. 
Mar. A lenten anſwer: I can tell thee where 
e a * 
Clo, Where, good miſtreſs Mary ? . 
N and that you may be bold to ſay in 
our foolery. 
h. Well, God give them wiſdom that have it 3 and 
thoſe that are fools let them uſe their talents, | 
Mar. Yet you will be hang'd for being fo long abſent, 
| nging to you ? 
Clo, Many a good hanging prevents a bad marriage; and 
for ue let ſummer bear it out. te = 
Mar, You are refolute then ? * 
Clo, Not ſo neither, but I am reſoly d on two points. 
Mar. That if one break, the other will hold; or, if 
both break, your gaſkins fall. | 
C/o, Apt, in good faith, very apt: well, go thy way, if 
Sir Toby would leave drinking, wert as witty a piece 
of Eve's fleſh as any in 1/hria, + ab 
Mar. Peace, you e, no more o'that : here cames 
my Lady; make og a wiſely you were beſt, ¶ Exit, 
5 C EN E VII. Enter Olivia and Malvolſo. 
Wit, an' t be thy will, put me into goad fooling; 
thoſe wits that Gi de habe thee do very oft prove 
fools ; and I that am ſure I lack thee, may paſs for a wiſe 
man. For what fa 8 better à witty fool than 
a fooliſh wit. bleſs thee, Lady! 
Oli, Take the fool away. | 
Qs, Do you not ber, hf Take wen the Lady. 
* 


* 
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Oh, Go to, yare a dry fool; I'll no more of you; be- 
fides, you grow diſhoneſt, | ; 

Clo, Two faults, Madona, that drink and good counſel 
will amend ; for give the dry fool drink, then is the foul 
not dry, Bid the diſhonet man mend himſelf; if he 
mend, he is no longer diſhoneſt, if he cannot, let the 
botcher mend him, Any thing that's mended is but 
patch'd ; virtue that tranſgreſſes is but patch'd with fin, 
and fin that amends is but patch'd with virtue. If that 
this fimple ſyllogiſm will ſerve, ſo; if it will not, what re- 
medy ? as there is no true counſellor but calamity, ſo beay. 
ty's a flower: the Lady bad take away the fool, therefore 
I ſay again, take her away. 

Oli, Sir, I bad them take away you. 

Ch, Milpriſion in the higheſt degree. Lady, Cucully 
non facit monachum ; that's as much as to ſay, I wear not 

in my brain: good Madona, give me leave to prove 


a fool. | 

FOE. Can you do it ? 
Ch. Dexterouſly, good Madona. 
Oli. Make your proof. 

mouſe of virtue, anſwer me. M, 
8 Sir, for want of other idleneſs, I'II bie BE... .11 
r , . 

"Ch. Good Madma, why mourn'ſt thou? * 


Ou. Good fool, for my brother's death. - 
Clo, I think his ſoul is in hell, Madona. udn 


Ol. I know his ſoul is in heav'n, fool. 
Clo, The more fool you, Madona, to mourn for your q will « 
E take away the fool, Gen- 
emen. 

Oli, What think you of this fool, Malvolio, doth be Win q 
not mend ? 

Mal. Yes, and ſhall do, *till the pangs of death ſhake 
him. Infirmity, that decays the wiſe, doth ever make 0h, 
better the fool. 8 N | gate 

Ch, God ſend you, Sir, a ſpeedy infirmity, for the bet- $; 
ter increaſing your folly ! Sir Toby will be ſworn that I am 0! 

no _ 
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"te, ſro fox, but he will not paſs his word for two pence that 
5 ou are no fool, 


Oli, How ſay you to that, Malvalio 
ounſel BY Mal. I marvel your Ladyſhip takes delight in ſuch a 
© fol Warren raſcal ; I ſaw him put down the other day with an 
ordinary fool that has no more brains than a ſtone. Look 
you now, he's out of his guard already; unleſs you laugh 
and miniſter occaſion to him, he is gagg d. I proteſt I take 
thoſe wiſe men that crow ſo at theſe ſet kind of fools, no 
better than the fools Z antes, : 
Ou. O, you are fick of ſelf- love, Malvolio, and taſte 
with a diſtemper'd appetite, To be generous, guiltleſs, 
and of free diſpoſition, is to take thoſe things for bird-bolts. 
that you deem cannon-bullets: there is no ſlander in an 
allow'd fool, though he do nothing but rail z nor no rail- 
ing in a known diſcreet man, though he do nothing but re- 
prove. 
Clo. Now Mercury indue thee with learning ! for thou 
ſpeak" well of fools, | 
Enter Maria. 
Mar, Madam, there is at the gate a young gentleman 
4 much deſires to ſpeak with you. 
m Ob. From the Duke Or/ino is it ? | 
1 bite Mar. I know not, Madam, tis a fair young man, and 
| well attended, 
Oli, Who of my people hold him in delay ? 
Mar, Sir Toby, Madam, your uncle. | 
Oli, Fetch him off I pray you, he f. nothing but 
madman : fie on him ! Go you, Malvolio ; if it be a ſuit 
from the Duke, I am fick, or not at home. What you 
your will to diſmiſs it. [Exit Malvolio, ] Now ſee, Sir, how 
your fooling grows old, and people diſlike it. 
h he Clo, Thou haſt ſpoke for us, Madena, as if thy eldeſt 
C ſon ſhould be a fool: whoſe ſcull Fove cram with brains | 
ak for here comes one of thy kin has a moſt weak Pia mater, 
— SCENE VIII, Enter Sir Toby. 
Ol, By mine honour, half drunk. What is he at the 
gate, uncle? 
I Sir To. A gentleman, 
95, A grotleman ? what gentleman? 


Sie 


|= — —— 
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Sir To, *Tis a gemleman. Here == [Felching.] 1 
plague o'theſe pickle herring: how now, ſot ? 
Clo. Good Sir Toby, : 
* Ok, Unele, uncle, how have you come fo early by thi 


? 
Sis To, Letchery ! 1 defie letchery ; there's one at the 


gate 

n. Ay , What is he? 

Sir To, Let him be the devil an he will, I care not; 
give me faith, ſay I. Well, it's all one. [ Exit, 

* Ok, What's a drunken man like, fool? 

C. Like a drown't man, a fool, and a madman : one 
draught above heat makes him a fool, the fecond mads him, 
and a third drowns him. 

Ok, Go thou and feek the coroner, and let him fit o' 
uncle; for he's in the third degree of drink ; he's Crown's; 
go look after him. 

" Ch. He is but mad yet, Madona, and thi fool ſhall look 
to the madman, [ Exit C/own, 

t mess, vu pd flew Wes be vin you 

" . , w fwears he will ſpe: 
with you, I told fm Lange. & fick, he takes ot him t 
underſtand ſo much, and therefore comes to ſpeak with you, 
I told hirrr you were afleep, he feertis ro have a fote-Kktwow- 
ledge of that too, and therefore comes to ſpeak with you 
* is to be fatd to him, Lady ? be's fortified againff ay 

nial. n 

0. Tell him he ſhall not ſpeak with me. ; 

Mal. He has been told ſo; and he ſays he'll ſtand a 
= doot like 4 ſheriff's poſt, „ ot be the ſupporter to! 

nch, but he'l} ſpeak with you, 

Oli. What kind o' man is he? 

Mal. Why, of mankind. 

' 07,” What marmer of man? 


* Heretofore All Proclamations by the King, All appointments d 
the rates of wages by the Juftices of peace, and other things of de 

e nature Were ſent᷑ ſo the Sheriff of each County, who was obliged 
to promulgate them vot only by cauſing them to be read m eve!) 
market towr, but by affixing them to ſome convenient,place with'! 
it: for which purpoſe great poſts or pillars were erecled in each 
luch town, and Wile Were call d L . Mal 
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Mal. Of very ill manners; he'll ſpeak with you, will 

or no. | 
VO, Of what perſonage and years is he? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young | 
for a boy ; as a ſquaſh is before tis a peaſcod, or a codling 
when tis almoſt an apple: tis with him in ſtanding water, 
between boy and man. He is very well-favour'd, and he 
ſpeaks very ſhrewiſhly ; one would think his mother's millæ 
were ſcarce out of him. | 

Oh, Let him approach: call in my gentlewoman. 

Mal. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. 

: SCENE TX, Enter Maria. 

Oli, Give me my veil: come, throw it o'er my face ; 
We'll once more hear Os embaſſy. 

; ter Viola, . 

Vio. The honourable Lady of the houſe, which is ſhe? 

Oli, Speak to me, I fhall anſwer for her: your will? 

Vio. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable beauty — 
Ipray you, tell me if this be the Lady of the houſe, for 
I never ſaw her. I would be loth to caſt away my ſpeech ; 
for beſides that it is excellently well penn'd, I have taken 
great pains to con it. Good beauties, let me ſuſtain no 
ſcorn ; I am very prompt, even to the leaſt ſiniſter uſage. 

Oli, Whence came you, Sir? | 

Vio. I can ſay little more than I have ſtudied, and that 
queſtion's out of my part. Good gentle one, give me mo- 
deſt aſſurance, if you be the Lady of the houſe, that I may 
proceed in my ſpeech, 

Oli, Are you a comedian? 

Vio. No, my profound heart; and yet, by the very 
fangs of malice, I ſwear, I am not that I play, Are you 
the Lady of the houſe ? 

OA. If I do not uſurp my ſelf, I am. 

Vio. Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, you do uſurp your 
ſelf ; for what is yours to beſtow, is not yours to reſerve 3 
but this is from my commiſſion, I will on with my ſpeech 
in your praiſe, and then ſhew you the heart of my meſ- 


Lat. 


05. Come to what is important in't: I forgive you the 
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Vio. Alas, I took great palns to ſtudy it, and tit pe- 
tical, | 

Oli. It is the more like to be feign'd. I pray yoo, keep 
it in, I heard you were ſawey at my gates, and I alfow'd 
your approach, rather to wonder at you than to hear you, Þ 
If you be not mad, be gone; if you have reafon, be btief; 
tis not that time of the moon with me, to make ons in 
ſo ſkipping a dialogue. 

Mar, Will you hoiſt fail, Sir? bete lyes your way. 

Vio. No, good ſwabber, I am to hull here a little longer. 
Some mallification for your giant, ſweet lady. 

Oli. Tell me your mind. 

Vio. I am a meſſenger. | 

Oli. Sure you have ſome hideouggnatter to deliver, when 
the courteſie of it is ſo fearful, Speak your office. 

Vio. It alone concerns yout ear. I bring no overture bf 
war, no taxation of homage ; I hold the olive in my hand: 
my words are as full of peace as matter. ; 

on Yet you began rudely, What are you? what woull 
7% The rodenefs that hath rd in me hre 
learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and what ! 
would, are as ſecret as a maiden- head z to your eats vivi- 
nity z to any others prophanation. 

os. Give us the place alone, [ Exit Maria.] We will 
hear this divinity, Now, Sir, whit is your text ? 

Vio. Moſt ſweet Lady. | 

Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be (aid of 
it, Where lyes the text ? 

Vio. In Orſino's boſom. | 
On. In his boſom ? in what chapter of his boſom ? 

Vio. To anſwer by the method, in the firſt of his heart, 

Oli, O, I have read it; it is herelie, Hate you bo 
more to ſay ? 

' Vis, Good Madam, let me fee your face, 

Oli. Have you any commiſſion from your Lord to nego- 
tiate with my face? you are now out of your text; but 
we will draw the curtain, and ſhew you the picture. Look 

you, Sir, ſuch a one I weat this preſent ; is't not well 
done [ 
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f you will lead theſe graces to the grave, 


| out divers ſchedules of my beauty, It ſhall be inventoried, 
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Vio. Excellently done, if God did all, f 

Oh. Tis in grain, Sir, *rwill endure wind and weather, 

Vio. Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe. red and white 
Nature's own ſweet and cunning hand laid on: 


Lady, you are the cruell'ſt ſhe alive, 


And leave the world no copy. * 
Oli. O, Sir, I will not be ſo hard- hearted: I will give 


and every particle and utenſil labell'd to my will. As, 
hem, two lips indifferent red. tem, two grey eyes, with 
lids to them. tem, one neck, one chin, and ſo forth. 
Were you ſent hither to praiſe me ? 

Vio. I ſee you what you are, you are too proud ; 
But if you were the deyil, you are fair, 


My Lord and maſter loves you: O, ſuch love 


Could be but recompenc'd, tho' you were crown d 
The non-pareil of beauty. | 
O. How does he love me? 
Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears, 
With groans that thunder love, with ſighs of fire. 
Oli. Your Lord does know my mind, I cannot love him; 
Yet I ſuppoſe him virtuous, know him noble, 
Of great eſtate, of freſh and ſtainleſ youth ; . 
In voices well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant, 
And in dimenſion and the ſhape of nature 
A gracious perſon z yet I cannot love him z 
He might have took his anſwer long ago. 
Vio. If I did love you in my maſter's flame, 
With ſuch a ſuff ring, ſuch a deadly life, 
In your denial I would find no ſenſe ; 
I would not underſtand it. 
O. What would you do? 
Vio, Make me a willow cabin at your gate, 
And call upon my ſoul within the honſe ; 
Write loyal canto's of contemned love, 
Andes them food even in the dead of night: 
llow name tq the reverberant hills, 
And the babling goſſip of the air 
C gut, Olivia; O, you ſhould not reſt 
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Between the elements of air and earth, | 18 

But you ſhould pity me. . ü 
Oli. Vou might do much: 

What is your parentage ? : 
Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well 3 

I am a gentleman, Ant 
Oli, Get you to your Lord; e 

I cannot love him: let him ſend no more, 


* 
a 


Unleſs, perchance, you come to me again, * * 
To tell me how he takes it; fare you well: Ak 
I thank you for your pains ; ſpend this for me. | = 
Vio. I am no fee'd poſt, Lady; keep your purſe z love 
My maſter, not my ſelf, lacks recompence. ay 
Love makes his heart of flint, that you ſhall love; $, 
And let your fervour, like my maſter's, be ert 
Plac'd in contempt! farewel, fair cruelty. [Exit, = 
Oli. What is your parentage ? 1 ting 
Above my fortunes, yet my flgte is well: ther 
1 am a gentleman —— I'll be ſworn thou art. M 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and ſpirit, " 
Do give thee five-fold blazon not too faſt —— of 
Soft, ſoft, unleſs the man the maſter were. in a 
How now ? even ſo quickly may one catch had 


The plague ? methinks I feel this youth's perfections, def 
With an inviſible and ſubtile ſtealth | 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be 
What hoa, Malvolio 

; Enter Malvolio. (er 

Mal. Here, Madam, at your fervice. 

Oli, Run after that ſame peeviſh meſſenger, | 
The Duke's man; he'left here this ring behind him. I. 
Would I, or not: tell him, I'll none of it. | 
Defire him not to flatter with his Lord, 


Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for him: "= 
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 
Il give him reaſon for't. Hye thee, Malvolio. 
Mal. Madam, I will, [Exit, by 
Oli, Ido I know not what, and fear do find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind ; | k 


Fate, 


ill, 


Fate, 
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ate, ſhew thy force 3 our ſelyes we do nat owe; 
at is decreed muſt be; and be this ſo ! (Exit, 


ACT I. A393 J. 
| The STREET, 
Enter Antonio and Sebaſtian, 
Ant, Wk you ſtay no longer? nor will you not 
that I go with you? 

Sub, By your patience, no: my ſtars ſhine darkly over 
me; the malignancy of my fate might perhaps diſtemper 
yours; therefore I craye of you your leave, that I may 


bear my evils alone. It were a bad recompence for your 


love, to lay any of them on you, 
nt, Let me yet know of you, whither you are bounds 
Seb, No, ſooth, Sir; my determinate voyage is meer 
extrayagancy : but I perceive in you ſo excellent a touch of 
modeſty, that you will not extort from me what I am wil- 
ling to keep in ; therefore it charges me in manners the ra- 
ther to expreſs my ſelf; you muſt know of me then, Antoyo, 
my name is Sebaſtian, which I call'd Roderigo; my father 


© was that Sebaſtian of Metelin, whom I know you have heard 


of, He left behind him, my ſelf, and a ſiſter, both born 
in one hour; if the heay'ns had been pleas'd, would we 
had ſo ended ! but you, Sir, alter'd that, for ſome hours 
before you took me from the breach of the ſea, was my 
ſiſter drown'd, | 

Ant, Alas the day ! 

Seb, A Lady, Sir, who, tho" it was faid ſhe much re- 
ſembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but 


cho' I could not with ſuch eſtimable wonder over- far be- 
© Jieve that, yet thus far I will boldly publiſh her, ſhe bore 
n mind that envy _— not but call fair: ſhe is drown'd 
already, Sir, with ſalt water, tho* 1 cem to drowg her 


remembrance agatn with more. 

Ant. Pardon me, Sir, your bad entertainment, 

Seb, O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 
Au. If you will not murther me fox my love, let me 
be your ſervant, 

Seb, If you will not undo what you. have done, that is, 
kill him whom you have YT do deſire it not. Fate ye 

3 


well 
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well at once; my boſom is full of kindneſs, and I am yet 
fo near the manners of my mother, that upon the leaf 
occaſion more, mine eyes will tell tales of me: I am boum MF Ho 


to the Duke Orfino's Court; farewel. Exit. An 

Ant, The gentleneſs of all the Gods go with thee ! An 

I have made enemies in Orfino's Court, WI 

Elſe would I very ſhortly ſee thee there: My 

16 But come what may, I do adore thee ſo, As 

1 That danger ſhall ſeem ſport, and I will go. [Zu. W 

11 | SCENE Il. 0 

1 | Enter Viola and Malvolio at ſeveral doors, S It 
. Mal. Were not you e' en now with the Counteſs Olivia? 

8 Vi. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace I have fince 


; arriv'd but hither, 

t Mal. She returns this ring to you, Sir; for being yo w 

4 Lord's ſhe'll none of it, You might have ſaved me my k 

pains, to have taken it away your ſelf, She adds. more. 

over, that you ſhould put your Lord into a deſperate afſu- tc 

rance, ſhe will none of bim. And one thing more, that 

you be never ſo hardy to come again in his affairs, unlei t 

it be to report your Lord's taking of this: receive it ſo. if 
Vio. She took the ring of me, I'll none of it. I 
Mal, Come, Sir, you peeviſhly threw it to her, and her 

will is, it ſhould be ſo return'd : if it be worth ſtooping { 

for, there it lyes in your eye; if not, be it his that find 

it. [ Exit, 
Vio. None of my Lord's ring ? why, he ſent her none, 

I left no ring with her; what means this Lady? 

Fortune forbid my outſide ſhould have charm'd her ! 

She made good view of me, indeed ſo much, 

That ſure methought her eyes did let her tongue, 

For ſhe did ſpeak in ſtarts diſtractedly: 

She loves me ſure, the cunning of her paſſion 

Invites me in this churliſh meſſenger, 

I ſhould be man, if it be ſo: as tis, 

Poor Lady, ſhe were better love a dream. 

Diſguiſe ! I ſee thou art a wickedneſs, 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much, 

How eaſie is it, for the proper falſe | 

In womens waren hearts to ſet their forms! 
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Alas, our frailty is the cauſe, not we, 


For ſuch as we are made, ev'n ſuch we be. 


How will this fadge ? my maſter loves her dearly, 
And I, poor miniſter, fond as much on him; 
And ſhe, miſtaken, ſeems to doat on me: 
What will become of this? as I am man, 
My ſtate is deſperate from my maſter's love; 
As I am woman, now alas the day! . 
What thriftleſs ſighs ſhall poor OZ7wia breathe ! 
O time, thou muſt untangle this, not I, 
It is too hard a knot for me t' unty. 
SCENE III. Olivia's Houſe, 
Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew, 

Sir To, Approach, Sir Andrew: not to be a-bed after 

2 is to be up betimes, and Diluculo ſurgere, thou 
', of I . 

Sir And, Nay, by my troth, I know not : but I know, 
to be up late, is to be up late, 

Sir To, A falſe conclafion ; I hate it as an unfill'd can; 
to be up after midnight, and to go to bed. then, is early ; 
ſo that to go to bed after midnight, is to go to bed betimes. 
Does not our life conſiſt of the four elements ? 

Sir And. Faith, fo they ſay, but I think it rather con- 
fiſts of eating and drinking. 

Sir To. Th'art a ſcholar, let us therefore eat and drink, 
Maria ! I ſay; a ſtoop of wine. 

Enter Clown, 

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i faith, . 

C!o. How now, my hearts? did you never ſee the pic- 
ture of we three ? 

Sir To. Welcome, aſs, now let's have a catch. | 

Sir And, By my troth, the fool has an excellent breaſt, 
I had rather than forty ſhillings I had ſuch a leg, and fo 
ſweet a breath to ſing, as the fool has. Inſooth thou waſt 
in very gracious fooling laſt night, when thou ſpok'ſt of 
Pigrogremitus, of the Yapians paſſing the equinoctial of 
Nueubus 3 "twas very good, i'faith; I ſent thee fux pence 
for thy leman, hadſt it? | 

Cle, I did * impeticos thy gratillity ; for Maluolio's noſe 

+ He mcans to ſay, impocket thy gratuity, 1 
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is no whip- ſtock, my Lady has a white hand, and the M 
Aidan art no bels d Band . Nr 


Sir And, Excellent: why, this is the beſt fopling, whey 


all is done, Now a id 
is fix pence for you, Let's hart 


Sir To. Come on, 
a ſong. : 
Sir And, There's a teftril of me too; if one Knight 
ive a — | 


Ch, Would you have a — or a ſong of good life? 


Sir To. A love-ſong, a love-ſong. 
Sir And, Ay, ay, I care not for good life, 
Clown 


O miſtreſs mine, wwhere are you roaming ? 
O Hay and bear, 25 true love's coming, 
| can ſing boch bigh and low, 
| Trip no further, pretty ſweeting, ' 
Journeys end in lovers meeting, 
Every cui ſe man's ſon doth know, 

Sir And, Excellent good, faith. 

Sir Toa. Good, good. | 

Clo. What is love? tit nat bereafter : 

Preſent mirth bath preſent langhter : 
What's to come, is flill unſure, 

In delay there lyes no plenty, 

Then come kiſs me, ſeveet, and teventy : 
Youth's a fluff will not endure, 

Sir And, A mellifluous voice, as I am a true Knight. 

Sir To, A contagious breath, q 

Sir And, Very ſweet and contagious, i' faith. 

Sir To, To hear by the noſe, it is dulcet in . 
But ſhall we make the welkin dance indeed? ſhall we rouze 
the night - ou in a catch, that will draw three fouls out of 
one weaver ? ſhall we do that? 

= Ard. An you love me, let's do't ; I am a dog at a 
Catch, 

Clo. By'r Lady, Sir, and ſome dogs will catch well, 

Sir And. Moſt certain : let our catch be, Thou knave. 

Clo. Held thy peace, thou knave, Knight, I ſhall be 
conftrain'd in't, to call thee knave, Knight, 
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Sir And. Tis not the ' firſt time I have conſtrain d one 
to call me knave, Begin, fool ; it begins, Hold thy peace, 

Ch. I ſhall never begin, if 1 hold my peace. 

Sir And. Good, i' faith: come, begin, [They ſing a catch, 

SCENE IV. Enter Maria. 

Mar, What a catterwauling do you keep here? if my 
Lady have not call'd up her ſteward Malvolis, and bid him 
tura you out of doors, never truſt me. 

Sir To. My Lady's a Cataian, we are politicians, * 
wolio's a Peg- a- Ramſey, and Three merry men be we, 
not 1 9 am not I of her gy 77 0 my 

! there develt a man in Babylon, lady ly. [Rape 

Clo. Beſhrew me, the Knight's in 2 

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be ere, 
and ſo r " he does it with a better grace, but I do it 
Th. O the jib day of December, [8 

0, U the tae 0 0 

Mar, For the love o' God, peace. _ (Supe 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mal. My maſters, are you mad ? or what are you? have 
you no wit, manners, nor honeſty, but to gabble like 
tinkers at this time of night ? do you make an ale-houſe 
of my Lady's houſe, that ye ſqueak out your coſier catches 
without any mitigation or. remorſe of voice? is there no 
reſpect of place, perſons, nor time in you? 


* We did keep time, Sir, in our catches. Strike 


* 11 Sir Toby, I muſt be round with you, My Lady 
bade me tell you, that ſhe harbours you as her uncle, ſhe's 
nothing ally d to your diſorders. If you can ſeparate your 
ſelf and your miſdemeanors, you are welcome to the houſe : 
if not, an it would pleaſe you to take leave of her, ſhe is 

willing to bid you farewel. 
ir To, Farewel, dear heart, fince I muſt needs Le 


Mal. Nay, good Sir Toby. 
Clo, His eyes do bis days are done, 
4 ny 7 even bro ” _ 18 
r To. But I will never die, inging. 
Co. Sir Toby, there you lie, Mat 


ngings 
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Mal. This is much credit to you, | 
Sir To. Shall I bid +4 ff [Singing 
Ch. What an if you do «Sr 
Sir To. Shall ll — ws | 
* Eh, O no, no, no, you dare por. 

Sir To. Out d tune, Sir, ye lie: art thou any more than 
a ſteward ? doft thou think becauſe thou art virtuous, therg 
ſhould be no more cakes and ale? 


Clo. Ves, by St. Anne ; and Sager ſhall be ber P th 


Sir To, Thou'rt if th' right. Go, Sir, rub chai 
with crams. A ſtoop of Tt Maria. A 9 
Mal, Miſtreſs Mary, if you prix d my Lady's favour at 
any thing more than contempt pt, you 1 giye means 
for thus ugcivil rule; he hall kow of is, by b had: 


[ Exit, 

Mar... Go, ſhake your gars. 

Sis Ad. Twere as a deed as to drink when a man's 
a hungry, to challenge him to the field, and then to break 

e with him, and make a fool of him. 

Sir To. Do't, Knight, I'll write thee a challenge: of 
T'H deliyer thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be 22 for to- night; ſince the 
youth of the Dulce's was to-day with my Lady, ſhe i is much 
out of quiet, For Monſieur Malvolo, * me alone with 
him: if I do not gull him into a nay- word, and make him 
a common recreation, do not think I have wit enough to lye 


e I know I can do it, 
Sir Poſſeſs us, poſſeſs ys, tell us ſomething of him, 
Mar. „Sir, ſometimes he is a kind of a puritan. 


Sir Ard. O, "if I thought that, I'd beat him like a dog, 

Sir To, What for being a puritan ? thy exqyifite reaſon, 
dear Knight. 

Sir And. And I have no exquiſite reaſon for't, but L 
have reafon good enough. 


Mar. The devil a puritan that he is, or any thing 
ſtantly but a time- pleaſer, an affected afs, that cons — 
without book, and utters it by great ſwarths, The belt 
perſuaded of himſelf: So cram 5 as he thinks, with ex- 


faith, that el pax al 


cellencies, that it is his ground 


Fuel 
en him, le 
find notab] 

* Sify Td: 

Mar. 
wherein, 
the mann 
and comp! 
ſonated. 
forgotten 1 


Mar, 
will wor 
fool mak 
his conſt 
the even! 

Sir Te 

Sir A. 

Sir To 
me; wt 

Sir A 
Sir T 
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en him, love him; and on that vice in him will my revenge 
find notable cauſe to work. | 
Ar Td; What wilt thou ds ? | 

Mar. 1 will drop in his way'ſome obſcure epiſtles of love, 
wherein, by the colour of his beard, the ſhape of his leg, 
the manner of his gate, the expreſſure of his eye, forehead, 
and complexion, he ſhall find himſelf moſt feelingly per- 
ſonated. I can wtite very like my Lady your neice ; on a 
r we can hardly make diſtinction of our 


Sir To, Excellent, I ſmell a device. 

Sir Aud. I hay't in my noſe too. 

Str. To. He ſhall think by the letters that thou wilt drop, 
--= p< neice, and that the is in love with 


Mat, My purpoſe is indeed a horfe of that colout. 
Fir ad. And your horſe now would make him an aß. 

Mar. Aſs, I' doubt not. 

Sir And, O, twill be admirable, 

Mar, Sport royal, I watrant you: I know my phyſicle 
will work with him. 1 will plant you two, and let the 
fool make a third, where he ſhall find the letter: obſerve 
his conftru of it: for this night to bed, and dream on 
the event, Farewel, [ Exit, 

Sir To, Good night, Pentbiſilea. 

Sir And, Before me, ſhe's a good wench. : 

Sir To, She's a beagle, true bred, and one that adores 
me; what o'that ? 

Sir And. I was ador d once too. 

Sir To, Let's to bed, Knight: thou hadſt need ſend for 


more mony. | 

Sir Ard, If I cannot recover your neice, I am a foul 
way out. | 

Sir To, Send for mony, Knight ; if thou haſt her not 
!'th' end, call me Cut. f 

Sir And. If I do not, never truſt me, take it how you 
will. 

Sir To. Come, come, I'll go burn ſome fack, tis too 
lite to go to bed now ; come, Knight, come, Kan! = 


SCENE 


| ê2— — 
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SCENE V. The Palace. e 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and albert. 
Duke. Give me ſome mufick ; now good-morrow, friends 2 
Now, good Ceſario, but that piece of ſong, 
That old antique ſong we heard laſt night ; 
Methought it did relieve my paſſion much, 
More than light airs, and recollected terms 
Of theſe moſt briſk and giddy-pated times. 
Come, but one verſe. . 
Cur, He is not here, ſo pleaſe your Lordſhip, that ſhould 
1c 5 


Duke. Who was it? 

Cur, Fefte the jeſter, my Lord, a fool that the Lady 
ons er took much delight in, He is about the 
e. | f 
Duke, Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 

N Ex. Curio. Mufich, 
Come hither, boy, ; if ever thou ſhalt love, 
In the ſweet pangs of it, remember me; 
For ſuch as I am, all true lovers are, 
Vnſtaid and fſkittiſh in all motions elſe, 
Save in the conſtant image of the creature 
That is belov d. How doſt thou like this tune ? 
Vie. It gives a very echo to the ſeat 
Where love is thron'd. 
Duke. Thou doſt ſpeak maſterly. 
My life upon't, young tho' thou art, thine eye 
Hath ftaid upon ſome favour that it loves: 
Hath it not, boy ? 
Vio. A little, by your favour. 
Duke, What kind of woman ist ? 
Vio. Of your complexion, 
Duke, She is not worth thee then, What years, i'faith ? 
Vio. About your years, my Lord, 
Duke. Too old, by heav'n; let till the woman take 
An elder than her ſelf, ſo wears ſhe to him ; 
So ſways ſhe level in her huſband's heart. 
For, boy, however we do praiſe our ſelves, 
Our fangs are more giddy aud unit, 


More 


2 
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More longing, wavering, ſooner loſt and won, 
Than womens are. 

Vio. I think it well, my Lord. | 

Duke. Then let thy love be younger than thy el, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent: 


For women are as roſes, whoſe fair flower 


h? 


Being once diſplay d, doth fall that very hour. 

Vio. And ſo they are: alas, that they are ſo, 
To die, even when they to perlecion grow! 

Enter Curio and Clown, 

Duke. O fellow, come, the ſong we bad laſt night, 
Mark it, Ceſario, it is old and plain 
— vs wary and the knitters in the ſun, 

free maids that weave their thread with bones, 

Do —— to chant it: it is filly ſooth, 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 

Cl. Are you ready, Sir? 


Duke, I pr'ythee fing, [Mufch, 


I am ſlain by a fair cruel maid. 


My ſbrotud of white, fruck ES put: 


re it, 
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Duke, Give me now leave to leave thee. 

Clo, Now the melancholy God protect thee, and the tay. 
lor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, for thy mind is 
a very opal! I would have men of ſuch conſtancy put to 
ſea, that their buſineſs might be every thing, and their in- 
tent every where, for that's it that always makes a good voy. 
age of nothing. Farewel. [ Exit, 

SCENE VI. 

Duke. Let all the reſt give place. Ouce more, Ceſayio, 

Get thee to yond ſame ſovereign cruelty : 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not g_ of 2 
The that fortune hath beſtow d her 
Tell ber! hold as giddily as fortune Pour : 
But tis that miracle, and queen of gems 
That nature pranks her in, attracts my foul, 
Lie. But if the cannot love you, Sir? | 
Dube. I cannot be ſo anſwer's, 
Die. Sooth but you muſt, 
Say that ſome Lady, as perhaps there is, 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Oluia t you tammot love her; 
You tell her ſo ; muſt ſhe not then be anſwet d? 

Duke. There is no woman's fides 

Can bide the beating of fo ſtrong a paſſion, 

As love doth give my heart : no woman's heatt 

So big to hold ſo much ; they lack retention, 

Alas, their love may be call'd appetite ; 

No motion of the liver, but the palate, 

That ſuffers ſurfeit, eloyment, and revolt; 

But mine is all as hungry as the ſea, 

And can digeſt as much; make no compare . 
Between that love a woman can beat me, 

And that I owe Ora, 

Vio. Ay, but I know —— 

Duke. What doft thou know ? 

Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe 3 
In faith, they ate as true of heart as we, 

My father had a daughter low d a man, 


bs & 


ha 


True 


She ſat li 
Smiling: 
We men 
Our ſhev 
Much in 

Duke. 

Vio. 8 
And I an 
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1 might be, perhaps, were I a — | 
I ſhould your Lordihip. 
Duke. What's her hiſtory ? . / 
Via. A blank, my Lord: he nomeetls her love, 
But let concealment, like a worm 4'th' bud, 
Feed on her damaſk cheek ; ſhe pin'd in thought, 
And with a green and yellow melancholy, | 
She fatlike Patience on a manument, 
Smiling at grief, Was not this love indeed ? 
We men may ſay more, {wear more, but indeed 
Our ſthews are more than will; for full we prove 
Much in eur vows, but little in out love. 
Duke. But dy'd thy ſiſter of her love, my boy ? 
Vio. She's all the daughters of my father's . 
And I am all the ſons, but. yet I know not. 
Sir, ſhall I to this Lady ? 
Duke, Ay, that's the theatm. 
To her in haſte ; give her this jewel: fay, 
My love van give no place, bide no dena. [unt 
SCENE VII. Olivia's Garden. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian, 
Sie To, Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 
Fab, Nay, I'll come; if I loſe a ſcruple of this ſport; 
let me be boil'd to death with melancholy. 
Sir To, Would'ſt thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
nſcally ſheep- biter come by ſome notable ſhame ? 
Fab. I would exult, man; you know he brought me out 
of favour with my Lady, about a bear-baiting here. | 
Sir To, To anger him we'll have the bear again, and we 
will fool him black and blue, ſhall we not, Sir Andrew ? 
Sir And. An we do not, it's pity of our lives. 
Enter Maria. 


Sir Te. Here comes the little. villain : how now, my 


nettle of India ? 

Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree ; Malvelio's 
coming down this walk, he has been yonder i'th' ſun practi- 
fing behaviour to his own ſhadow this half hour. Obſerve 
him, for the love of mockery 3 for I know this letter will 


make 6 Cloſe, in the 4 


—_ — — OD — — —-— —___—___ 


— 


— 


— 
3 — 
> — (—Ä— 


—— — —————— 


es ee - 


_ 


— — Ry —u — — 


a — 

— — A 

en — 3 — 
2 * ä 


i 
N 


— — — —— oO ao Ot PEPE CCA Dane 


256 Twelfth-Night : or, What you will, 


of jeſting ; ye thou there; | Drops a letter.] for here 
comes the trout that muſt be caught with trickling, ¶ Exit. 
SCENE VIII. Enter Malvolio, 

. Mal,..* Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria once told 
me ſhe did affect me; and I have heard her ſelf come thu 
near, that ſhould ſhe fancy, it ſhould be one of my com- 
plexion. Beſides, the uſes me with a more exalted reſpect, 
than any one elſe that follows her, What ſhould I think 
on't ? ; , 

Sir To, Here's an over-weening rogue. 

Fab, Oh, peace : contemplation makes a rare turkey. 
cock of him; how he jets under his advanc'd plumes ! 

Sir Aud. Slife, I could ſo beat the rogue, 

Sir To. Peace, I ſay. 

Mal. To be Count Malvolio. 

Sir To. Ah, rogue 

Sir And. Piſtol him, piſtol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace. 1857 
Aal. There is example fort: the Lady of the Strachy v 
married the yeoman of the wardrobe, 

Sir And, Fie on him, Jezebel | 

Fab. O, peace, now he's deeply in; look how imagi- 
pation blows him. ; 

Mal. Having been three months married to her, fitting 
in my ſtate —— 

Str To, O fora ſtone- bow to hit him in the eye 
Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch'd vel- 
vet gown ; having come from a day-bed, where I have leſt 
Olivia ſleeping. | 

_ js Fire and brimſtene |! 

Oh, peace. 

Mal. And — have the humour of ſtate; and after 
a demure travel of regard, telling them I know my place, as 
So they ſhould do theirs — to ask for my uncle 


| gs Tay. Bolts and ſhackles ! 


® This is a word miſtaken inthe copying or printing, but it is not 
exſy to conſecture what the word ſhou'd be ; perhaps Straterch, 
which (as well ay Strutagus) ſignifies a General of an Army, a Com- 
mander in 

Fab 
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Fob. Oh, peace, peace, peace ; no-, now. 


Al. Seven of my people with an chedient ſtart make 


out for him: I frown the while, and perchance wind up my 
watch, or play with ſome rich jewel. Toby approaches, 
curtfies there to re. 

Sir To. Shall this fellow hve ? 

Fab. Tho' our filence be drawn from us by th' ears, yet 


peace, 
Mal, IT extend my hand to him thus; quenching my fa- 
miliar ſmile with an auftere regard of controul. 


Sir To, And does not Toby take you a blow och les. 


then ? | 
Mal. Saying, uncle Toby, my fortunes having caſt me 
on your niece, give me this prezogative of ſpeech ——= 
r To. What, what? | 
Mal. You muſt amend your drunk enneſs. 
Sir To. Out, ſcab! 
Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the finews of our plot. 
Mal. Beſides, you waſte the treaſure of your time with 
a foolih Knight | 
Sir And. That's me, I warrant you. 
Mal. One Sir Andrew. 
Sir. And. I knew twas I, for many do call me fool, 
Mal. What implement have we here? 


[ Taking up the letter, | 


Fok: Now's the weokoeck new the gio. 


Sir To, Oh, peace ! now the ſpirit of humour intimate 


reading aloud ta him 


Mal. By my life, this is my Lady's hand : theſe be her 


very C's, her Us, and her T's, and thus makes the her 
P's. It is, in contempt of queſtion, her hand, 

Sir And. Her C's, her Us, and her Ts: why that? 

Mal. To the unknown below'd, this, and my goed wiſhes ; 
her very phraſes : By your leave, wax. Soft! and the im- 
preſſure her Lucrece, with which ſhe uſes ta ſeal 3 "tis my 
Lady: ta whom ſhould this be? 

Fab, This wins him, liver and all. 

Mal, Jove knows I lave, alas! bu; who, 
Lips de net move, no man * 
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No man muſt know—what follows? the numbers alter 
no man muſt know—if this ſhould be thee, Mabvolio 4 

Sir To. Marry hang thee, Brock! 

Mal. 1 may command where I adore, 

But filence, like a Lucrece knife, 
With Bloodleſs _ my beart doth gore, 
. M. O. A. I. doth ſway my life, 

Fab. A fuſtian riddle. 

Fir To. Excellent wench, ſay I, 

Mal. M. O. A. I. doth ſway my lift—nay, but firſt let 
me ſee—let me ſee— 

Fab. What a diſh of poiſon has ſhe dreſs'd him 

Sir To, And with what wing the ſtanyel checks at it! 

Mat. I may command qobere I adore, Why, ſhe may 
command me: I ſerve her, the is my Lady, Why, this 
is evident to any formal capacity, There is no obſtruction in 
this — and the end — what ſhould that alphabetical poſition 
pottend ? if J could _ that reſemble ſomething in me. 
Softly — M. O. A. I. —— 
j Sir To, O, ay! * that; he is now at a cold 

cent, 

Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho? it ben't as 
rank as a fox. 

Mal. M. Makoolis —— M.—-- why, that begins 

name, 

Fab, Did not I ſay he would work it out? the cur is ex- 
cellent at faults, 

Mal. M. But then there is no conſonancy in the ſequel z 
that ſuffers under probation : A ſhould follow, but O does. 

Fab. And O ſhall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and make * cry O. 

Mal. And then I comes behind. 

Fab. Ay, an you had any eye behind * you might 
ſee more de traction at your heels than fortunes before you. 

Mal. M. 0. A. I.—this fimulation is not as the former 
—and yet to cruſh this a little, it would bow to me, for 
every one of theſe letters is in my name, Soft, here fol- 
Jows proſe —If thiy Fall into thy band, revolve. In my flars 
I am above thee, but be not afraid of greats; ſome are 
born great, ſone atchieve greatneſi, and ſome p_ 
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| them. fates their hands, let thy blood 
— fn 4 — vp thy ſelf to = thou 

art like to be, caſt thy bumble ſlough, and appear freſh, Be 
oppoſite with a kin ___ with ſervants ; let thy tongue 
tang with arguments of ate; put thy ſelf into the trick of 
fingularity. She thus adviſes thee, that ſighs for thee, Re- 
member who commended thy yellow ſtockings, and wwiſh'd to 
ſee thee ever croſs-garter'd, I ſay remember 3 go to, thou art 
made, if thou defireſt to be ſo : 2 let me ſee thee a ſteward 
fill, the fellow of ſervants, and not wwortby to touch fortune 2 
ngers. Farewel, She that would alter ſervices wwith thee 
the fortunate and bappy, Day-light and pian diſcover 
no more: this is open. I will be proud, I will read poli- 
tick authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, I will waſh off groſs 
acquaintance, I will be point deviſe, the very man. I do 
pot fool my ſelf, to let imagination jade me; for every rea- 
\ a excites to this, that my Lady loves me. She did com- ; 
mend my yellow ſtockings of late, ſhe did praiſe my leg, 7 


4 


being croſs- garter d, and in this ſhe manifeſts herſelf to my 9 
love, and with a kind of injunction drives me to theſe ha- 1 
bits of her liking, I thank my ſtars, I am happy: I will WW. 
be ſtrange, ſtout, in yellow ſtockings, and croſs-garter'd, = 
even with the ſwiftneſs of putting on, „ and my ftars Ai 
be praiſed ! Here is yet a poſtſcript. canſt not chuſe 1 
but know v0 I am ; if thou entertai neſt my love, let it Wo 
peur in thy Jong, thy ſmiles become thee cell. Therefre iN 
in my preſence flill ſmile, dear my ſweet, I priythee, Jove, i 
I thank thee ; I will ſmile, I will do every thing that thou 0 
wilt have me. [ Exit, fl... 


Fab, I will not give my part of this ſport for a penſion + 
of thouſands to be paid from the Sophy. 1 
Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device. '® 
Sir And, And fo could I too. 1 
Sir To. And aſk no other dowry with her, but ſuch an- I. 
other jeſt. 1 
SCENE IX. Enter Maria, 'Y 
Sir And. Nor I neither. iſ. 
Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher, | 
Sir To, Wilt thou ſet thy foot o' my neck ? 7 
Sir And, Or o' mine either? | | 
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Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and be- 


come thy bond-flaye ? 

Sir I'faith, or I either? 

Sir Ta, Why, thou haſt put him in ſuch a dream, that 
when the image of it leaves him, he muſt run mad. 

Mar. Nay, but ſay true, does it work upon him ? 

Sir To. Like Agua ite with a midwife. 

Mar. If you will then fee the fruits of the ſport, mark 
his firſt a before my Lady : he will come to her in 
yellow and tis a colour ſhe abhors ; and croſs- 
garter d, a faſhion ſhe deteſts 3 and he will ſmile upon her, 
which will now be ſo unſuitable to her diſpoſition, being 
addicted to melancholy, as ſhe is, that it cannot but turn 
him into a notable contempt 2 if you wall ſee it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartarz thou moſt excellent 


devil of wit 
[ Excunt, 


Sir And, I'll make one too, 


ACT IL SCENE I. 
Olivia's Garden. Enter Viola, and Clown. 
Nala. Oave thee, friend, and thy mufick : doſt thou hve 
by the tabor ? 

Ch, No, Sir, | live by the church. 

Jio. Art thou a churchman? 

Ch, No ſuch matter, Sir, I do live by the church: for 
ps aan houſe, and my houſe doth ſtand by the 
churc 

Vio. So thou may fl fay the King lyes by a beggar, if a 
beggar dwell near him: or the church ſtands by thy tabor, 
if thy tabor ſtand by the church. 

Clo, You have ſaid, Sir: to ſee this age | a ſentence is 
but a chev*ril glove to a good wit; how quickly the wrong 
fide may be turned outward ! 

Vio. Nay, that's certain; they. that dally nicely with 
words may quickly make them wanton, 

Ch, I would therefore my ſiſter had no name, Sir, 

Vio. Why, man? | 

Ci, Why, Sir, her name's a word, and to dally With 
that word, might make my 
words are very raſcals, ſince bonds duſgrac'd them. — 

I 70, 


ſiſter wanton. 3 but indeed, 
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Vio. Thy. reaſon, man? 

Cl. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without words, 
li ro bg mot cats prove reaſon 
with them. 

Vio, 1 warrant thou art a merry fellow, and careft for 


nothing. 
Clo. Not fo, Derr 
eonſcience, Sir, I do not care for you : if that be to care 
for nothing, Sir, 1 would it would make you inviſible, 

Vio. Art not thou the Lady Qlwia's fool? ; 

Clo, No indeed, Sir, the Lady Okwuia has no folly, ſhe 
will keep no fool, Sir, *till ſhe be married; and fools are 
a2 like huſbands, as pilchers are to herrings, the huſband's 
the bigger : I am indeed not her fool, but her corrupter of 
words, 

Vio. I ſaw thee late at the Duke Orfino's, 

Ch, Foolery, Sir, does walk about the orb like the ſun, 
it ſhines every where. I would be ſorry, Sir, but the fool 
ſhould be as oft with maſter, as with my miſtreſs : 
I think I ſaw your wiſdom there. 

Vio. Nay, an thou paſs upon me, I'll no more with thee, 
Hold, there's expences for thee. 

Gives oe OE 


. hair, ſend 
thee a beard 


Vio. By my troth, T'll tell thee, I am almoſt fick for 
one, though 1 would not have it grow on my chin, Is thy 
Lady within ? 

Clo, Would not a pair of theſe have bred, Sir ? 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to uſe, 

Ch. I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, Sir, to 
bring a Creſſida to this 7. 

Vie. 1 underſtand you, Sir, 8 

Clo, The matter I hope is not great, Sir; begging but a 
beggar : Creſſida was a beggar. My Lady is within, Sir. 
I will conſter to her whence you come ; who you are, and 
what you would is out of my welkin, I might fay element, 
but the word is over - worn. [ Exit, 

Vio. This fellow is wiſe enough to play the fool, 

And to do that well, craves a kind of wit : Rag 


| 
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He muſt obſerve their mood on whom he jeſts, 
The quality of the perſans, and the time z 
And, like * ba ede, ny Þ at eyery feather 

hat comes before is eye. This is a practice 
fouls of labour as a wile man's art; 

r folly, that he wiſely ſhews, is fit 
u ſhe wn, quite hints their wit. 

SCENE U. Enter Hir Toby, Ae. 

K And, Save you, gentleman, 

Vio. And you, Sir. 

Sir Toa, Dien ways geerde, Manſi cur. 

Vie, Et vous "uſe; wſtre, ſerviteur, 

Sir To. | hopes ir, you re 3 and I am yours, Will 
you encounter the houls ? my agics is derows you ſhould 
enter, if your ad be to her. 

Vio. 1 am bound ta your neice, Sir 3 I mean, be the 
liſt of my voyage. 

Sir To Taſte your legs, Sir, put them to mation. 

Vio. My legs do better underſtand ma, Lr, than I un- 
derſtand what you mean by bidding me taſte my legs. | 

Sir To, I mean, ta go, Sir, to enter. 

Vio. I will anſwer you with gate and entrance, but we 


Emea Olivia and Maria. 
ont accompliſh'd Lady, the Go als cnn 


on you | 
| ir And, That youth's u rare courtier! rain odoum ? well. 

Vio. My matter hath no voice, Lady, but to your own. 
moſt pregnant and vouchſs fed car. 

Sir And, Odours, pregnant and vouchſafed : I'll yet em 
all three ready, 

Oli. 6 be ſhut, and leave me to my! 
hearing. [Exeuns Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria. 
Gi 3 NE III. 

ve me your » . : 

Vio, My duty, Madam, and moſt humble ſervice, 

Gt What is your name? 

Vio. C:ſario is your ſervant's name, fair Princeſs, 

Oli. My ſervant, ' Sir? Twas never merry world, 
Since — feignjng was call d campliment 4 


ware 
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Y'are ſervant to the Duke Or, youth. — * 
Ve. And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours : 
Your ſervant's ſervant is your ſervant, Madam. 
Oli. For him, I think not on him: for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks, _ than fill'd with me. 
Vio. Madam, I come to yout gentle thoughts 
On = behalf, ee 8 
ol. O, by your lexve, I pray you 3 
ſhot 06 3 
t would you undertake another fuit, 
I'd rather hear you to ſollieit that 
Than mufick from the ſpheres, 
Vio. O deareſt Lady, 
Oli. Give me leave, I beſeech you: I did ſend, 
After the laſt enchantment (you did heat) 
A ring in chaſe of you. So did I abuſe 
My ſelf, my ſervant, and I fear me, you; 
Under your hard confiruftion muſt 1 fit, 
To force that on you in a ſhameful cunning, 
Which you Knew none of yours. What might you think # 
Have you not fet mine honour at the fake, . 
And baited it with all th' unmued thoughts n 
That tyrannous heart ean thünft , to your receiving 
Enough is ſhe wn; a cypreſs, not a boſom, 
Hides my poor heart, So let us hear you (peak, 
Vio. I pity you. 
Qi, That's a degree to love. 
Vo. No not 4 gnee : for tis a valgar proof 
That very oft we pity enemies. | 
Oui. Why then methinks tis time to ſmile again 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud! 
If one ſhovld be a prey, how much the better : 
To fall before the lion, than the wolf! [Clock ftrikes 
The clock upbraids me with the waſte of time, 
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you ; 
And yet when wit and youth are come to harveſt, 
Your wife is like to _y a proper man: 
There lyes your way, due we 
Vio. Then weſtward hoe! 


Onace and good diſpoſition attend you! 


- 


- 


o 
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You'll nothing, Madam, to my Lord by me ? | 
Oli, Stay; prythee tell me what thou think'R of me? 

Vio. That you do think you are not what you are. 
Oli, If I think fo, I think the ſame of you. 
Vio. Then think you right: I am not what I am, 
Oli, 1 would you were as I would have you be! 
Vio, Would it be better, Madam, than I am 

I wiſh I might ; for now I am your fool. 
Oli. O, what a deal of ſcorn looks beautiful 

In the contempt and anger of bis lip! 

A murd*rous guilt ſhews not it ſelf more ſoon 

'Than love that would ſeem hid : love's night is noon, 

Ceſario, by the roſes of the ſpring, 

By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 

T love thee ſo, that maugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit nor reaſon can my paſſion hide, 

Do not extort *wry reaſons from this clauſe, 

For that I woo z thou therefore haſt no cauſe ; 

But rather reaſon thus with reaſon fetter ; 

Love ſought is good ; but given unſought is better, 
Vio. By innocence I ſwear, and by my youth, 

T have one heart, one boſom, and one truth, 

And that no woman has, nor never none 

Shall miſtreſs be of it. 
Oli, Save I alone! 
Vio. And ſo adieu, good Madam; never more 

Will I my maſter's tears to you deplore. 

Oh, Yet come again; for thou perhaps may ſt move 
That heart, which now abhors to like his love. | Exeun, 
SCENE IV. Olivia's Houſe, 

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian, 

Sir And. No, faith, I'll not ſtay a jot longer. 
Sir To. Thy reaſon, dear venom, give thy reaſon. 
Fab. You muſt needs yield your reaſon, Sir Andrew. 
Sir And. Marry, I ſaw your neice do more favours to the 
Duke's ſerving · man than ever ſhe beſtow'd on me, I faw't 
i'th* orchard. 
Sir To. Did the ſee thee the while, old boy, tell me that? 
Sir And. As plain as 1 ſee you now. 
> | 


Fab. 
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Fab, This was a great argument of loye in her toward 


8 And. *Slight ! will you make an aſs o' me? a 

Fab. I prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the oaths of judg - 
ment and reaſon. 

Sir To, And they have been grand Jury-men ſince before 
Mab was a ſailor, 

Fab, She did ſhew favour to the youth in your ſight, 
only to exaſperate you, to awake your dormouſe valour, to 
put fire in your heart, and brimſtone in your liver. You 
ſhould then have accoſted her, and with ſome excellent 
jeſts, fire-new from the mint, you ſhould have bang d the 
youth into dumbneſs. This was look'd for at your hand, 
and this was baulkt, The double gilt of this opportunity 
you let time waſh off, and you are now fail'd into the north 
of my Lady's opinion, where you will hang like an icicle 
on a Dutchman's beard, unleſs you do redeem it by ſome 
attempt, either of valour or policy. 

Sir And. An't be any way, it muſt be with valour, for 
policy I hate: I had as lief be a Broꝛuniſt, as a politician, 

Sir To, Why then build me thy fortunes upon the baſis 
of valour, challenge me the Duke's youth to fight with 
him, hurt him in eleven places, my niece ſhall tale note 
of it; and aſſure thy ſelf, there is no love-broker in the 
world can more prevail in man's commendation with wo- 
men than report of valour. 

Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew, 

Sir And. Will either of you bear me a challenge to him? 

Sir To, Go, write it in a martial hand, be curſt and 
brief: it is no matter how witty, ſo it be eloquent, and 
full of invention ; taunt him with the licence of ink ; if 
thou thou /t him ſome thrice, it ſhall not be amiſs; and as 
many lies as will lye in thy ſheet of paper, although the 
ſheet were big enough for the bed of Ware in England, ſet 
em down, and go about it. Let there be gall enough in 
thy ink, tho' thou write it with a gooſe-pen, no matter: 
about it, 

Sir And, Where ſhall I find you ? | 

Sir To, We'll call thee at thy Cubicalo: go. 

[Exit Sir Andrew. 
Vol, III, 2 SC E N E 
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SCENE VP. 

Fab, This is a dear manakin to you, Sir Toby, 

Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad, ſome two thou- 
ſand ſtrong or fo. 

Fab. We ſhall have a rare letter from him; but you'll 
not deliver”t. | 

Sir To, Never truſt me then; and by all means ſtir on 
the youth to an anſwer. I think oxen and wain - rope: 
cannot hale them together. For Andrew, if he were 
zpen'd, and you find ſo much blood in his liver as will clog 

e foot of a flea, I'll eat the reſt of th” anatomy. 

Fab. And = oppoſite the youth bears in his vifage no 

t pr of cruelty. 

Aa | Enter Maria. 

Sir To. Look where the youngeſt wren & of nine comes, 

Mar, If you defire the ſpleen, and will laugh your ſelves 
ano ſtitches, follow me; yond gall Malvelio is turned 
heathen, a very renegado; for there is ho chriftian, that 
means to be ſav'd by believing rightly, 52 ever believe 
12 paſſages of grollneſs, in yellow 
ockings, | 

Sir To. And cofs-barter's? 
Mar. Moſt villainouflyz like a pedant that keeps 3 
ſchool i'th' chureb: 1 have dogg'd him like his murtherer, 
He does obey every point of the letter that I dropt to 
betray him; he does ſmile his face into more lines than 
is in tht new map, with the augmentation of the Indie; 
you have not ſeen ſuch a thing as tis; 1 can hardly for- 
— hutling things at him. E my Lady will ſtrike 
Dim; if the do, he'll ſmile, and take 't for a great favour. 

Sir To, Come, bring us, bring us where he is, [ Exeurt, 

SCENE VI The Street. 
Enter Sebaſtian and Antonio, 

Seb. I would not by my will have troubled you, 
But fince you make your pleaſure of your pains, 
I will no further chide you, | 


* The Wren is remarkable for taying many eggs at a time, nine 

r ſomts times more: and as is. the im of birds, the 
alt g 

» ths me tende RES bg bt ien of Alara, 


large a brood may be ſuppoſed to be littly indeed, Which 
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Aut. I could not ſtay behind you 3 my deſire, 
More ſharp than filed ſteel, did — me forth, 
And not all love to ſee you, tho' ſo much 
u- As might have drawn one to a longer voyage 3 
But jealouſie what might befall your travel, f 
u'l Being ſkilleſs in theſe parts, (Which to a Rrangoe | 
Unguided and yafriended often prove 
on Rough and unhoſpitable) my willing love, 
pes The rather by theſe arguments of fear, 1 
hos Set forth in your purſuit. . '" 
log Seb, My kind Antonio, | 
I can no other anſwer make but thanks, 6 
no And thanks; and ever thanks : and oft good turns | 
Are ſhuffled off with ſuch uncurrent pay z 
But were my worth as is my conſcience firm, 
es. You ſhould find better dealing : what's to do? 
ves WY Shall we go ſee the relicks of this town 1 
Ant, To-morrow, Sir: beſt firſt go ſee your lodging. 
hat Seb, I am not weary, and tis long to Zo 
ede I pray you, let us ſatisfie our eyes 
ow With the memorials, and the things of fame 
That do renown this city. 
Ant, Would you'd pardon me: 
2 1% pot without danger walk theſe fireets. 
er. Once in a ſea-fight,*; ainſt the Duke his gallies 
to I did ſome ſervice, o* ſuch nate indeed, 
ian W That were I ta' en here, it would ſcarce be anſwer d. 
** Seb. Behke you flew great nuraber of his people. 
2 Ant. Th' offence is not of ſuch a bloody nature, 
ke Albeit the quality of the tir:e and quarrel. 
Fe Might well have given us bloody argument: 
it might have ſince been anſwer'd in repaying 
What we took from them, which for traffick's ſake 
Moſt of gur city did, Only my ſelf ſtood out, 
For which if I be lapſed in this place 
I hall pay dear. 
Sab, Do not then walk too open. 
0 Ant, It doth not fit me: hold, — here's by purſe. 
the * 2 ſouth ſuburbs at the E. 
nch beſt to lodge: I will beipeak o 2 | 
ou Z 2 | Whiles 
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Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the town ; there ſhall you have me. 
Seb, Why I your purſe ? 
Ant, Haply your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 
You have deſire to purchaſe ; and your ftore, 
I think, is not for idle markets, Sir. 
Seb. I'll be your purſe-bearer, and leave you for 
An hour. © . 
Ant. Tott' E . 
Seb, I do — Zxeunt. 
SCENE VII. Olivia's Houſe, 
Enter Olivia and Maria, 
Oli. T have ſent after him; ſay he will come, 
How ſhall I feaſt him? what beſtow on him ? 
For youth is bought more oft than begg d or borrow'd, 
I ſpeak too loud; 
Where is Malvolis? he is ſad and civil, 
And ſuits well for a ſervant with my fortunes, 
Where is Malvelio? 
Mar, He is coming, Madam: 
But in ſtrange manner. He is ſure poſſeſt, 
Madam, 
O. Why, what's the matter, does he rave? 
Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing elſe but ſmile ; 
Your Ladyſhip wete beſt to have ſome guard 
About you, if he come, for ſure the man 
Is tainted in his wits. 
Oh, Go call him hither. | 
Enter Malvolio. 
I'm as mad as he, 
If fad and merry,madneſs equal be, 
How now, Mabvoti ? 
Mal; Sweet Lady, ha, ha. [Smiles fantaftcaly. 
Oli, Smil'q hoe?" I ſent for thee upon a ſad occaſion. 
Mal. Sad, Lady? I could be ſad; this does make ſome 


obſtruction in the blood, this croſs- -gartering, but what f 


that ? if it pleaſe the eye of one, it is with me as the very 
true ſonnet. is: Pleaſe ene, and pleaſe all, 
Ol, Why ? how Joſt thow, man ? what 2 
way thee ? 
a _ Mal. 
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Mal, Not black in my mind, tho? yellow in my | 
it did come to his hands, and commands ſhall be — 
I think we do know that ſweet Roman hand. 

D. Wilt chou go to bed, Malwoho? 

Mal, To bed? ay, ſweet heart; and I'll come to thee, 

0%. God comfort thee | why doft thou ſmile fo, and 
kils thy hand ſo oft? 

Mar, How do you, Malvolio? 

Mal, At your requeſt ? 

Yes, nightingales anſwer days. 

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous boldneſs ba- 
fore my Lady ? 

Mal; Be not afraid of greatneſs ; twas well wait, 

. What meaneſt thou by that, Malvolio ? 

Oli. Ha? 

Mal. Some atebiepę greatneſs —— 

ol. Wha 2 . , 22 

Mal. And ſome haue greatneſs tbruſt upon them === 

ply > = op PORE 

al, Rem who cammended ahn g 
Oli. Thy yellow Rockings ? a 
Mal. 4 1 wiſh'd to ſee thee croſi- garter d 

Oli. Crofs-garter'd ? 

Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou defir"ft to be ſo 

Ob. Am I made? 

Mol, If wot, let me ſee thee a ſerwont fil. 

OH. Why, this is very midſummer madneſs, 

| Enter Servant, 

Ser, Madam, the young gentleman of the Duke Orfao's 
is return'd; I could hardly entreat him back; he attends 
your Ladyſhip's pleaſure, 

Oli. Il come to him, Good Maria, let this fellow be 
look'd to. Where's my uncle Toby? let ſome of my 
people have a ſpecial care of him, I would not have him 
miſcarry for the half of my dowry. LE. 

SCENE VIII. | 

Mal. Qh ho, do you come near me now ? no worſe 
man than Sir Toby to look to me! this concurs directly with . 
the letter, ſhe ſends him on * that I may appear ſtub- 

1 3 born 
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born to him; for ſhe incites me to that in the letter. Caf 
thy - humble agb, ſays the ; be oppoſite with a kinſman, 
urly with ſervants, ler thy tongue tang with arguments 
of fate, hae thy EA into the trick of ſingularity ; and con- 
ently ſets down the manner how ; as a fad face, a reve- 
5 carriage, a ſlow tongue, in the habit of ſome Sir of 
note, and ſo forth. I have lim'd her, but it is Fove's 
doing, and Juve make me thankful! and when ſhe went 
away now, let this fellow be look'd to: fellow] not Mal. 
volio, nor after my degree, but fellow. Why, every thing 
adheres together, that no dram of a ſcruple, no ſcruple of 
a ſcruple, no obſtacle, no incredulous or unſafe circum- 
ſtance »—< what can be ſaid? nothing that can be, can 
come between me and the full proſpe& of my hopes, 
Well! Fove, not I, is the doer of this, and he 4 to be 


SCENE IX. 
Enter Sir Toby, Fabian and Maria, 

Str To, Which way is he, in the name of ſanctity? if 
all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Loan himfelf 
poſſeſt him, yet I'll ſpeak to him. 

Fab. Here he is, here he is; how is't with you, Sir? 
how is't with you, man ? 

_ Go off, I diſcard you; let me enjoy my privacy: 
£9 

Mar, Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeaks within him; did 
= I tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prays 2b to * a care 
of him. 

Mal. Ah ha, does ſhe ſo? 

Str Jo. Go to, go to; peace, peace; we muſt des 
gently with him; let him alone. How do you, Matvolis ? 
how is' t with you? ? what, man, defie the devil; conſider 
he's an enemy to mankind, 

Mal, Do you know what you ſay ? 

* Mar, La you! if you ſpeak Ny of the devil, how he 
takes it at heart. Pray God he be not bewitch'd. 

Fab. Carry his water to th' wiſe woman. 

Mar, Marry, and it ſhall be done to-morrow morning 
if I live, ber would not loſe him dor more than 


I'll fay, 
nds fs Mal, 


. 
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Mal. How now, miſtreſs ? 

"es Probes) Tald-thy peace; th | 

Sir To, Pr'ythee, that is not the 8 
do you not ſee you move him? — alone with N 
Fab. No way but gentleneſs, gently, gently ; the fiend 
is rough, and will not be roughly us d. | 

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock ? how doſt thou, 
chuck ? . 

Mal. Sir? ; 

Sir To. Ay, biddy, come with me. What, man, tis 
not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan, Hang 
him, foul collier. 

Mar. Get him to fay his prayers, good Sir Toby, get 
him to pray. 

Mal, My prayers, minx 

Mar, No, I Warrant you, he will not hear of godlineſs. 

Mal. Go hang your ſelves all: you are idle ſhallow things, 
I am not of your element, you ſhall know more hereafter, 


[ Exit, 

Sir To, Is't poſſible ? 

Fab, If this were plaid upon a Rage now, I could con- 
demn it as an improbable fiction, 
Sir To, His very genius hath taken the infection of the 
device, man. | 

Mar. Nay, purſue him now, left the device take air, 
and taint, 

Fab, Why, we ſhall make him-mad indeed, 

Mar. The houſe will be the quieter. . 
Sir To, Come, we'll have him in a dark room and 
bound. My neice is already in the belief that he's mad; 
we may carry it thus for our pleaſure and his penance, till 
our very paſtime, tired out of breath, prompt us to have 
mercy on him ; at which time we will bring the device to 
the * and crown thee for a ſinder of madmen; but ſee, 
but lee, 

S C E. NE X. Enter Sir Andrew, 

Fab, More matter for a May morning. 

Sir And. Here's the challenge, read it: I warrant there's 
vinegar and pepper in't, ' 

Fab, Is't ſo ſawey ? 
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Sir And, Ay, is't? I warrant him: do but read. 
Sir To. Give me. [Str Toby reads. 

Youth, 2obatfoever thoy art, thou art bu a ſcurvy fellow, 
Fab. Good and valiant, 

Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind why I d& 

call thee ſo, for —— thee no reaſon fir t. 

+ ons A good note, that keeps you from the blow of 
e law, 

Sir To. Thou com'ſt to the Lady Olivia, and in ay fight 

He uſes thee kindly ; but thou lieft in thy throat, that ie not 
the matter T challenge thee for. | 

" Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good ſenſe-lefs, 

Sir To. I ill way - ly thee going bone, where if it be 

chance to kill me —— 

Fab. Good, 

Sir To, Thou ill me like a rogue and a villain, 

Fab. Still you keep o' th windy ide of the law : good, 

Sir To. Fare thee cuell, and God have — one of 
eur fouls : be have mercy upon mine, but my hope is bet» 
ter, and ſo look to thy ſelf. Thy friend as thou uſeſt him, and 
thy ſtoarn enemy, Andre Ague-cheek, If this letter move 
him not, his be cannot: Pl] give*t him. 

Mar. You may have very fit accaſion for't ; he is now in 
ſome commerce with my Lady, and will by and by depart, 

Fir To, Go, Sir Andrew, (cout me for him at the cor- 
ner of the orchard like a bum; baily; ſo ſoon as ever thou 
ſ-eſt him, draw; and as thou draw ſt, ſwear horribly; for 
it comes to paſs oft, that a terrible oath, with a ſwag- 
gering accent ſharply twang'd off, gives manhood more ap- 
probation than ever proof it ſelf would have earn'd him, 

Aua 
r 
Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter; for the beha- 

viour of the young gentleman gives him ont to be of good 

capacity and breeding; his imployment between his Lo1d 
and my neice confirms no leſs ; therefore this letter, being 
ſo exce!lently ignorant, will breed no terror in the youth; 

he will find that it comes from a clod - pole. But, Sir, I 

will deliver his challenge by word of mouth, ſet upon Apue- 
cheek a notable report of valour, and drive the gentleman, 
| as 
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as 1 know his youth will aptly receive it, into a moſt hi- 
deous opinion of his rage, fill, fury, and impetuoſity, 
This will ſo fright them both, that they will kill one an- 
other by the look, like cockatrices, 

SCEN E XI. Enter Olivia and Viola. 

Fab. Here he comes with your neice ; give them way, 

till he take leave, and preſently after him. 

Sir To, I will meditate the while upon ſome horrid meſ- 
ſage for a challenge, [Execunt, 

Oli, I've ſaid too much unto a heart of ſtone, 
And laid mine honour too unchary out. 

There's ſomething in me that reproves my fault ; 
But ſuch a head-ftrong potent fault it is, 
That it but mocks reproof. 

Vio. With the ſame *haviour that your paſſion bears, 
Goes on my maſter's grief. 

Oli, Here, wear this jewel for me, tis my picture; 
Refuſe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you: 

And I beſeech you, come again to-morrow. 
What ſhall you aſk of me that PII deny, 
That — ſav'd may upon aſking give ? 

Vis, Nothing but this, your true love for my maſter, 

On. How with mine honour may I give him — 
Which L have given to you ? 

Vio, I will acquit you. 

Oli, Well, come again to-morrow : fare thee well. 

A fiend like thee might bear my ſoul to hell. [Exit, 
SCENE XII. Ester Sir Toby and Fabian, 
Sir To, Gentleman, God fave thee. | 

: Vio, And you, Sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou haſt, betake thee to't; of 
what nature the wrongs are thou haſt done him, I know 
not; but thy intercepter, full of deſpight, bloody as the 
— attends thee at the — diſmount thy 
t be yare in thy preparation, y aſſailant is quick, 
{cilfal, and deadly, . 

No. You miſtake, Sir, Tam ſure no man hath any 
quarrel to me; my remembrance is very free and clear from. 
any image of offence done to any man. 

Sir To, You'll find it otherwiſe, I aſſure you there- 


fore, 
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fore, if you bot your life at oy 1 —— you ta 
your guard; for te in „ What Rs 
ſtrength, Kill, a nl can furniſh a man wi 

Vo. I pray you, Sir, what is he ? 

Sir Ta, He is Knight dubb'd with unhack'd rapier, and 
on carpet conſideration, but he is a devil in private brawl ; 
ſouls and bodies hath be divorc'd three; and his incenſe- 
ment at this moment is fo implacable, that ſatisfaction can 
be none but by bang of death and ſepulcher : hab, nob, 
is his word ; giveꝰt or take t. 

Pie. 1 will return again into the hauſe, and deſire ſome 
conduct of the Pady. I am no fighter, I have heard of 
ſome kind of men, that put quarrels purpaſely on others 
to taſte their valour : belike this is a man of that quirk, 

Sir To, No, Sir, no: his indignation derives it ſelf out 
of a very competent injury, therefore get you on, and give 
him his defire. Back you ſhall not to houſe, unleſs 
you undertake that with me, which with as much ſafety 
you might anſwer to him; therefore on, and ſtrip your 
ſword ſtark naked; for meddle you muſt, that's certain, 
or forſwear to wear iron about you. 

Vio. This is as uncivil as ſtrange. I beſeech you, do 
me this courteous office, as to know of the Knight what 
my offence to him is : it is ſomething of my negligence, 
nothing of my purpoſe, 

Sir To, I will do ſp. Signior Fabian, ſtay you by this 
gentleman till my return. 83 A Exit Sir Toby. 

Lig. Pray you, Sir, do you know of matter ? 

Fab. I know the Knight is incem d againſt you, even to 
a mortal arbitrement, but nothing gf the circumſtance 
more. 

Vio, I beſeech you, what manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promiſe: to read him 2 
his form, oy up ene to find him in the of his 
valour, He is indeed, Sir, the moſt ſkilful, bjaody, and 
fatal oppoſite that you ould poſſibly have found ip any part 
of Iilyria : will you walk towardy him ? I will make your 

with him, if I can. 

Vo. I ſha!l be much bound to you for't: I am one pou 
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had rather go with Sir Prieft than Sir Knight: I care not 
who knows ſo much of my mettle, [ Exeunt, 

SCENE XIII. 
Eater Str Toby and Sir Andrew, 
Sir To. Why, man, he's a very devil; I have not ſeen 
ſuch a virago : I had a paſs with him, rapier, ſcabbard and 
all; and he gives me the ſtuck in with ſuch a mortal mo- 
tion, that it is inevitable; and on the anſwer, he pays you 
as ſurely as your feet Hit the ground they ſtep on, They 
ſay, he has been fencer to the Sophy. 
Sir And. Pox on't, I's not meddle with him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified, 

Fabian can ſcarce hold him yonder, 

Sir And. Plague on't, if I thought he had been valiant, 
and ſo canning in fence, I'd have ſeen him damn'd ere I'd 
have challeng'd him. Let him let the matter ſlip, and IH 
give him my horſe, grey Capiler, | 

Sir To, L' make the motion; ſtand here, make a good 
ſhew on't, this ſhall end without the perdition of ſouls ; 
tnarry, I' ride your horſe as well as I ride you. Adi. 

Enter Fabian and Viola, 
I have his horſe to take up the quarrel, IT have perſuaded 
him the youth's a devil. [To Fabian. 

Fab. He is horribly conceited of him; and pants and 
looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir To. There's no remedy, Sir, he will fight with you 
for's oath ſake ; marry, he hath better bethought him of 
his quarrel, and he that now ſcarce to be worth talk- 
ing of; therefore dra for the ſupportance of his vow, be 
proteſts he will not hurt you, 

Vio. Pray God defend me ! a little thing would make rae 
tell them how much I lack of a man. 

Fab, Give ground if you ſee bim furious. 

Sir To. Come, Six Andrezo, there's no remedy, the gen- 
tleman will for his hondur's fake have one bout with you; 
he cannot by the duello avoid it; but he has promis'd me, 
as he is a gentleman and a ſoldier, he will not hurt you. 
go Ig OT dat 

ir And, Pray Ge he kerp his 0h 
* SCENK, 


| 
| 
| 
4 
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Gs SCENE XIV. 3 
Vio. I do aſſure you tis againſt my will. 
Ant. Put up ant th. if this young gentleman 
Have done oftence, I take the fault on me; 
If 2 offend him, I for him defie you. Drawing. 
ir To, You, Sir? Why, what are you? 
Ant. One, Sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 
Sir To, Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you. 
{ Draws, 
| Enter Ofgcers. 
Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold; here come the officers, 
Sir To, I'Il be with you anon. , 5 
Vio. Pray, Sir, put your ſword up i e. 
| orgy "(46 Andes, 
Sir And, Marry will I, Sir; and for that I promis'd you 
T'll be as good as my word, He will bear you eaſily, and 
reins well, 
1 Off. This is the man, do thy office. 
2 Off. 'ntonio, I arreſt thee at the ſuit of Duke Orfino, 
Ant. You do miſtake me, Sir. 
1 Off. No, Sir, no jot; I know your favour well; 
'Tho' now you have no fea-cap on your head. 
Take him away, he knows I know him well. 
Ant. I muſt obey, This comes with ſeeking you; 
But there's no remedy, I ſhall anſwer it. 
What will you do? now my neceſſity 
Makes me to aſk you for my purſe. It grieves me 
Much more, for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befalls my ſelf : you ſtand amaz d, 
But be of comfort. | b 
2 OF. Come, Sir, come away. 1 
Ant. I muſt intreat of you ſome of that mony. 
Vio. What mony, Sir ? *. ; 
For the fair kindneſs you have ſhew'd me here, 
And part being prompted by your preſent trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability 
I'll lend you ſomething ;' my having is not much; 
I'll make divifion of my preſent with you: , 
Hold, chere is half my coffer, © * 


ſs 


BS * 


let, 
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Ant, Will you deny me now ? 
I”t poſſible, — my deſerts to you 
Can lack jon ? do not tempt my miſery 7 
SD LIES ——* 
As to upbraid you with thoſe kindneſſes 
That I have done for you, 

Vio. I know of none, 
Nor know I you by voice, or any feature, 
I hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Than lying, vainneſs, babling drunkenneſs, 
Or any taint of vice, whoſe ſtrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Ant, Oh heav'ns themſelves ! 

2 Off. Come, Sit, I pray you, 0. 

Ant, Let me but ſpeak 
A little. Why, this youth that you ſee here, 
I ſnatcht one half out of the jaws of death, 


| Reliev'd him with ſuch ſanctity of love; 


And to his image, which methought did promiſe 
Moft venerable worth, did I devotion. 
x Of. What's that to us ? the time goes by g away. 
Ant, But oh, how vile an idol proves this God! 
Thou haſt, Sebaſtian, done good feature ſhame, 
In nature there's no blemiſh but the mind: 
None can be call'd deform'd but the unkind, 
Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks o'erflouriſh'd t y the devil. 
x Off. Surely the man grows mad, away with him: 
Come, come, Sir. 
Ant, Lead me on. [Exit tvitb 0 
Vio. Methinks his words do from ſuch pailion fly, 
That he believes himſelf z ſo do not I: 
Prove true, imagination, oh, prove true, 
That I, dear brother, be now ta'en for you ! 
Sir To. Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fajian 3 
we'll whiſper o'er a coupler or two of moſt lage ſaws, 
Vio. He nam'd Sebaſtian ; I my brother know 
Yet living in my glaſs ; even ſuch and fo 
In favour was my brother, and he went 
Still in this f. ſhion, colour, ornament ; 7 
vor, III. Aa For 
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For him I imitate : oh! if it prove, E * 
Tempeſts are kind, and ſalt waves freſh in love, ¶ Exit. 

Sir To, A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, and more a coward 
than a hare ; his diſhoneſty appears in leaving his friend 
here in neceſſity, and denying him ; and for his cowardſhip 
aſk Fabian, 

Fab. A coward, devout coward, religious in it. 


Sir And. Od's lid 1'll after him again, and beat him. 


Sir To, Do, cuff him ſoundly, but ne ex draw thy ſword, 
Sir And, If Ido not 
Fab. Come, let us ſee the event. 

Sir To, 1 dare lay mony twill be nothing yet. ¶ Exeune, 


ACT NV. SCENE I. 
The Street, Enter Sebaſtian and Clown. 
Ch. ILL you make me believe that I am not ſent 
for you ? 
Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a fooliſh fellow, 
Let me be clear of thee. 


Ch, Well held out, i'faith : no, I do not know you, 


nor I am not ſent to you by my Lady, to bid you come 


ſpeak with her; nor your name is not maſter Ceſario, nor 
this is not my noſe neither; nothing that is ſo is ſo. 

Seb. I pr*ythee, vent thy folly ſomewhere elſe 3 thou 
know'ſt not me. 

Ch. Vent my folly ! he has heard that word of ſome 
great man, and now applies it to a fool, Vent my folly! 
I am afraid this great lubber the world will prove a cockney : 
I pr'ythee now, ungird thy ſtrangeneſs and tell me what 1 
Hall vent to my Lady; ſhall I vent to her that thou art 


coming ? 

Seb. I pr'ythee, fooliſh geck, depart from me; there's 
mony for thee, If you tarry longer, I ſhall give worſe. 
payment, 
: Ch, By my troth, thou haſt an open hand; theſe wiſe 
men that give fools mony get themſelves a good report * 
after fourteen years purchaſe. 

This ſeems to carry a piece of Satyr upon Monopolies the crying 
grievance of the time. The grants generally were for - fourteen 
years: and the petitions being referr'd to a Committee, it was ful- 


petted that money gad faygurablc reports from thence, - 25 
** f 13 ter 
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Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 
Sir And, Now, Sir, have I met you again ? there's for 
you, _ [Striking Sebaſtian, 
eb, Why, there's for thee, and there, and there : are 
Al the people mad? | | Beating Sir Andrew. 
oF To, Hold, Sir, or I'll throw your dagger oer the 
. ' F 4 
Clo, This will I tell my Lady ſtraĩt: I would not be in 
ſome of your coats for two pence, Exit Clown, 
* Sir'To. Come on, Sir, bold. [ Holding Sebaſtian. 
Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I'll go another way to 
work with him; I'll have an action of battery againſt him, 
if there be any law in Lyyria; tho' 1 ſtruck him firſt, yet 
it's no matter for that. » | 
Seb. Let go thy hand. | 
Sir To, Come, Sir, I will not let you go. Come, my 
young ſoldier, put up your iron; you are well fleſh'd : 
come on. % 
Seb, I will be free from thee. What would thou now ?. 
if thou dar'ſt tempt me further, draw thy ſword. 
Sir To, What, what? nay then I muſt bave an ounce or 
two of this malapert blood from you. ¶ They draw and fight. 
| SCENE II. Enter Olivia. 
Oli. Hold, Toby, on thy life I charge thee, hold. 
Sir To. Madam ? | 
Oli, Will it be ever thus? ungracious wretch, 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, 
Where manners ne'er were preach d: out of my fight * 
* _ offended, dear Ceſario, 
„ be gone! I pr'ythee, gentle friend, . 
| | Exeunt Sir Toby and Sir Andrew, 
Let thy fair wiſdom, not thy paſſion, ſway R 
In this uncivil and unjuſt extent 
Againſt thy peace. Go with me to my houſe, 
And hear thou there, how many fruitleſs pranks 
This ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 
May'ſt ſmile at this: thou ſhalt not chuſe but go: 
8 not deny; _ oo for me — 
e ſtarted one of mine in thee. 
OY Aa 2 | Sch, 
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Seb, What reliſh is in this? how runs the fiream ? 
Or 1 am mad, or elſe this is a dream, 
Let fancy till my ſenſe in Lethe tee 
R Rill let me feep. 
0. Nay, qt + would thou lt be rul'd by mel 
Seb. Madam, 
ol. O, Gay fo, and ſo be [Exeunt, 
SCENE III. Olivia's Houſe, 
— Enter Maria and Clown, cad this baned, 
Nay, I pr'ythee, put on this gown 
make him believe | thr 1 5 the Curate; do it 
quickly. III call Sir Toby the whi [Exit Maria. 
Cla, Well, I'll put it on, and I 2 FP my ſelf 
in't; andI would I were the firſt that ever diſſembled in 
ſuch a gown. I am not tall enough to become the function 
well, nor lean. enough to be thought a good ſtudent; but 
td da faid: an honeſt man and a good hou _ 
fairly as to ſay a graceful man and a great The 
enter 


Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 

T. Fove bleſs thee, Mr. Parſon, 

"Cho, Bones cher, Sir Toby ; for as the old hermit of Prague, 
that never ſaw pen and ink, very wittily ſaid to a neice of 
King Gorbodluct, chat that is, is: fo I being Mr, Parſon, 
= Mr, Parſon ; for what is that, but that ? and is, but 
is 

Sir To, To him, Sir Topas. 


Ch. Mbar, boa, 1 fy, peace in ths prin! 
In a counterfeit worces 
Sir To, The lknave counterfeits well z 2 good knave. 


LMalvolio within. 
Mal. Who calls there ? 


Cho. Sir Topas the Curate, who comes. to 1 A 
the lunatick, 


[This and all that follows from the Clown, in @ counter- 
Face es 
Mal, Six Nun, Sir Tapss, good Sir Tipo, gp to my 


Clo. Out, byperbolical bow wexeft this man? 
Takeft thou nothing but of Ladies? * 


Sir 


CN That the ſoul of our grandam might happily inha- 
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Sir To. Well ſaid, maſter Parſon. | | 
Mal. Sir Topas, never was man thus wrong'd ; good Sip 
Topas, do not think I am mad; they have laid me here in 
8 #8 —— By. __—_ 
Clio. Hie, thou diſhoneſt Satban; I call : the 
modeſt terms ; for — of thoſe gentle ones 9 22 77 
the devil bimſelf with countefie : ſay'ſt thou that bouſe is dark ? 

Mal. As hell, Sir Topas. + 

Cle. Why, it bath bay-<vindozws tranſparent at barrita- 
det, and the clear flones towards the South North are as lu- 
frous as ebony; and yet complaineſt thou of obſtruction p 

Mal. I am not mad, Sir Topas, I ſay to you this houſe 
is dark, Re „ . | —— 

Clo. Madman, thou erreft.; ] ſay thert is no darkneſs bus 
ignorance, in which thou art more puzzled than the Egyp- 
tians in their fog, ' 

Mal. 1 fay this houſe is as dark as ignorance, though ig- 
norance were as dark as hell; and I ſay there was never 
man thus abus'd; I am no more mad than you are, make 
the tryal of it in any conſtant queſtion, 

Clo, What is the opinion Pythagoras concerning wilds 

7 


bit a bird, 

Clo. What thin f thou of his opinion? 

Mal, I think nobly of the ſoul, and no way approve 
his opinion. ? 
Cub. Fare thee wvell : remain thou fill in darkneſs ; thou 
Halt bold ib opinion of Pythagoras, ere I cuill allow of thy 
wits, and fear to kill a wwoodeock, leſt thou diſpoſſeſs the bouſe 
of thy grandam, Fare thee Tell, 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas ! 

Sir To, My moſt exquiſite Sir Topas ! 

Clo, Nay, I am for all waters. [ This in bis oavn' vie. 

Mar. Thou might'ſt have done this without thy beard 
and gown ; he ſees thee not. 

Sir To, To him in thine own voice, and bring me word 
how thou find'ſt him: I would we were all rid of this 
knavery, If he may be conveniently deliver'd, I would 
be were, for Im now fo far in offence with my neice, * 
ä A 2 3 
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I cannot purſue with any ſaſety this ſport to the upſhot. 
Come by and by to my chamber. { Exit, with Maria, 


cb. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me hox my Lady d. 


|. 3s SOTO 
13 
27551 * 

C. Alas, why is foe 

Al. Fool, 1 

Ch. She loues another ho calls, ha ? 

Mal. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deſerve well at my 
hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and paper; as 1 
am 4 gentleman, I will live to be thankful to thee for't, 

Cl. Mr. Mali ! 

Mal. Ay, good fool. 

Ce. Alas, Sir, how fell you beſides your five wits ? 

Mal. Fool, there was never man ſo notoriouſly abus d; 
Tam as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Co. But as well! then thou art mad indeed, if you be 
nd better in your wits than a fool, 

Mal. They have propertied me; they keep me in 


darleneſa, ſend miniſters to me, aſſes, and do all they can 


to face me out of my wits. 

Clo. Adviſe you what you ſay: the miniſter is here. 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy quits the beaw'ns reftore ! endea- 
wour thy ſelf to ſleep, and leave — vain bibble babble. 


this in a counterfeit voice. 
Mal. Sir Topas ! 


Ch. Maintain no words with bim, good fellow, 
[ In the counterfeit woice, 
Who I, Sir, not I, Sir. God b'w* you, good Sir Topas ! 
' [This in his own voice. 


* 


Mag: amen, I will, Sir, I will, Sir. 
[The firſt two xwords to be ſpoken in the counterfeit, the 
reſt in bis own, 
Mal. Fool, fool, fool, I ſay. 
Ch, Alas, Sir, be patient. What ſay you, Sir? Iam 
Ment for ſpeaking to you. 
Mal, Good fool, help me to ſome light, and ſore paper. 


- 
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I tell thee I am as well in my wits, as any man in [lyrie, 

Clo. Well-a-day that you were, Sir! 

Mal. By this hand, I am: good fool, ſome ink, paper 
and light; and convey what 1 ſet down to my Lady: it 
ſhall advantage to thee mare, than ever the bearing of let- 
ter did, | 

Clo, Iwill help you to't.. But tell me true, are you 
not mad indeed, or do you but counterfeit ? 

Mal. Believe me, Iam not: I tell thee true. | 

Cho, Nay, I'll neter believe a mad-man till I ſee his 
brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink. 

Mal. Fool, ©1l requite it in the higheſt degree; 

I pr'ythee, be gone. | 

Clo, I am gone, Sir, and anon, Sir, Singing. 

a F'll be cuitb you again f 

In a trice, like to the old vice, 
{ow need to ſuſtain. 
with dagger of lath, in bys and bis zorath 
Cries ab ha |! — devil: — : 
Like a mad lad, pare thy nails, dad, 
Adieu, goed man drivel, [ Exit, 
SCENE V. Enter Sebaſtian, 
Seb. This is the air, that is the glorious ſug, 
This pearl ſhe gave me, I do fee!'t and ſee' t. 
And though *tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet tis not madneſs. Where's Antonio then ? 
I could not find him at the Elephant, 
Vet there he was, and there I found this current, 
That he did range the town to ſeek me out. 
His counſel now might do me golden ſervice ; 
For tho' my ſoul diſputes well with my ſenſe, 
That this may be ſome error, but no madneſs, 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all inſtance, all diſcourſe, 
That I am ready to diſtruſt mine eyes, 
And wrangle with my reaſon that perſuades me 
To any other truſt, but that I'm mad, 
Or elſe the Lady's mad; yet if *twere fo, 
She could not ſway her houſe, command her followers, 
Take and give back affairs and their diſpatch, = 
1 
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With ſuch a ſmooth, diſcreet, and fable 
As I perceive ſhe does: there's ſomething in't 
That is deceivable. But here ſhe comes. 
Enter Olivia and Prieſt. 

Oli. Blame not this haſte of mine: if you mean n well, 
Now go with me and with this holy man | 
Into the Chantry by ; there before him, 

And underneath that conſecrated roof, 

Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith, 

That my moſt jealous and too doubtful foul 

May henceforth live at peace, He ſhall conceal it 
Whiles you are willing it ſhall come to note, 
What time we will our celebration 

According to my birth. What do you ſay ? 

Seb, Il! follow this good man, and go with you, 
And having ſworn truth, ever will be true. 

Oli, Then lead the way, good father; heav*ns ſo ſhine, 
That they may fairly note this act of mine, Exeunt. 


A STU esl 
The STREIT. 
Enter Clown and Fabian, 
Fab. OW, as thou lov'ſt me, let me ſee this letter. 
Cl, Good Mr, Fabian, grant me another 
requeſt. 
Fab. Any thing. 
Clo. Do not deſire to fee this better, 


Fab, This is to give a dog, and in recompence defire my 


dog again. 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and Lords. 

Duke, Belong you to the Lady Olivia, friends ? 

Cho. Ay, Sir, we are ſome of her trappings. + 

Dule. I know thee well; how doſt thou, my good fel- 
low ? 

Clo, Truly, Sir, the better for my foes, and the worſe 
for my friends, 

Duke. Juſt the contrary ; the better for thy friends. 

Clo. No, Sir, the worſe. 

Duke. How can that be? 


Ci, Marry, Sir, hey praiſe me, and makg an aſs of 
me z 


Twelfth-Night : or, What you will. 28 8 


me; now my foes tell me plainly, I am an aſs: ſo that 
by my foes, Sir, I profit in the knowledge of my ſelf, and 
by w_ friends I am abuſed ; ſo the conclufion to be aſked 
is, if your four negatives make your two affirmatives 3 
22 the worſe for my friends, and the better ſor 
my foes. 
Duke. Why, this is excellent. 
Clo, By my troth, Sir, no; tho? it pleaſe you to be 
one of my friends. 
Duke. Thou ſhalt not be the worſe for me, there's gold. 
Clo, But that it would be double - dealing, Sir, I would 
you could make it another, 
Duke. O, you give me ill counſel. 
Ch, Put your grace in your pocket, Sir, for this once, 
and let your fleſh and blood obey it. 
Duke, Well, I will be ſo much a ſinner to be a double - 
e, dealer z there's another, _ 
Ut Clo, Primo, ſetundo, tertio, is a good play, and the 
ſaying is, the third pays for all: the triplex, Sir, is a good 
tripping meaſure, as the bells of St. Bennet, Sir, may put 
you in mind, one, two, three, 

Duke. You can fool no more mony out of me at this 
or, I throw; if you will let your Lady know I am here to ſpealæ 
\er wich her, and bring her along with you, it may awake my 
bounty further. 

Cl, Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty till I come 
again. I go, Sir; but I would not have you to think, 
my that my deſire of having is the fin of covetouſnels ; but, 

as you ſay, Sir, let your bounty take à nap, I will awake 
it anon. [ Exit Clown, 
SCENE II. Enter Antonio and Officers, 

Vio. Here comes the man, Sir, that did reſcue rac, 

fel Duke, That face of his I do remember well; 

Yet when I ſaw it laſt it was beſmear d 

orfe A black as Vulcan, in the ſmoak of war: 

A bawbling veſſel was he captain of, 

For ſhallow draught and bulk unprizable, 

With which ſuch ſcathful grapple did he make 

With the moſt noble bottom of our fleet, — 
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That very envy and the tongue oÞ loſs 
Cry'd fame and honour on him. What's the matter ? 
-1 Offi. Orfino, this is that Antonio 
That took the Phenix and her fraught from Candy 3 
And this is he that did the Tyger board, 
When your young nephew Titus loſt his leg : 
Here in the ſtreets, deſperate of ſhame and ſtate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him, | 
Vio. He did me kindneſs, Sir; drew on my fide z 
But in conclufion put ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 
I know not what 'twas, but diſtraction. 
Duke. Notable pirate, thou ſalt-water thief, 
What fooliſh boldneſs brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou in terms ſo bloody and ſo dear 
Haſt made thine enemies? 
Ant. Noble Sir, Orſino, 
Be pleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give me: 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate; 
Though I confeſs, on baſe nnd ground enough, 
Orfins's enemy, A witchctaft drew me hither z 
That moſt ungrateful boy there by your ſide 
From the rude ſea's enrag*d and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem ; a wreck paſt hope he was: 
His life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My love without retention or reſtraint, . 
All his in dedication. For his ſake 
Did I expoſe my ſelf (pure for his love) 
Into the danger of this adverſe town, 
Drew to defend him, when he was beſet; . 
Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with-me in danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty years removed thing, 
While one would wink ; deny'd me mine own a, 
Which I had recommended to his uſe 
Not half an hour before, 
Vio. How can this be? 
Duke, When came you to this town ? 
Au. Te-day, my Lord; and for three months before, 
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No Interim, not a minute's vacancy, 
Both day and night did we keep company. 
SCENE III. Enter Olivia and Attendants, 
Duke. Here comes the Counteſs ; now heay'n walks on 
earth. 
But for thee, fellow; fellow, thy words are madneſs : 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon. Take him aſide, 
Oli, What would my Lord, but that he may not bave, | 
Wherein Olivia may ſeem ſerviceable ? 
Ceſario, you ah t keep promiſe with me. 
Vio. Madam 
Dake. — Olivia ! a 
Oli. What do you ſay, Cæſario? Good my Lord 
Jo. My Lord would ſpeak, my duty huſhes me, 
Oli. It it be ought to the old tune, my Lord, 
It is as flat and fulſome to mine ear, 
As howling after muſick. 
Dake, Still fo cruel? , 
Oli. Still, Lord, fo conſtant, 
Duke, What, to perverſeneſs ? you uncivil Lady, 
To whoſe | ingrate and unauſpicious altars 
My foul the faithfull'ſt offerings has breath'd out 
That e' er devotion tender d. What ſhall I do? 
Oli. Ev'n what it pleaſe my Lord, that ſhall become him, 
Duke. Why ſhould I not, had I the heart to do't, 
Like to th* Egyptian thief, at point of death 
Kill what I love? a ſavage jealouſie, 
That ſometimes ſavours nobly; but hear this: 
Since you to non-regazdance caſt my faith, 
And that I partly know the inſtrument 
That ſcrews me from my true place in your favour ; 
Live you the marble- breaſted tyrant till, 
But this your minion, whom 1 know you love, 
And whom, by heav'n I ſwear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 
Where he ſits crowned in his maſter's ſpight. 
Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in miſchief ; - 


. Alluding to a ſtory in the Romance of Theagines and Choriclea 
ry 
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Til ſacrifice the lamb that I do love, N 

To ſpight a raven's heart within a dove. 
Vio. And J moſt jocund, apt, and willingly, 

To do you reft, a thouſand deaths would die. 
Oli. Where goes Ceſarro ? 
Vio. After him I love, 

More than I love theſe eyes, more than my life, 

More by all mores; than e'er I ſhall love wife. 

If I do feign, you witneſſes above 

Puniſh my life, for tainting of my love! 
Oli, Ah me, deteſted! how am I beguil'd N 
Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong > 
Oli, Haſt thou forgot thy felf ? Is it fo long? 

Call forth the holy father. 
Duke, Come, away. Dake [To Viola. 
Oli. Whither, my Lord? C:ſario, and, ſtay. 
Duke, Huſband ? * 2 
Oli, Ay huſband, Can he that deny? 
Duke, Her huſband, firrah ?. 
Vio. No, my Lord, not I. 
Oli, Alas, it is the baſeneſt of thy fear, 

That makes thee ſtrangle thy propriety : 

Fear not, Ceſario, take thy fortunes up, 

Be that thou know'f thou art, and then thou art 

As great as that thou fear'ft. | 


Enter Prieft, 

O welcome, father. 
Father, I charge thee by thy reverence 
Here to unfold (tho' lately we intended 
To keep in darkneſs, what occafion now 
Reveal: before tis ripe) what thou doſt know 
Hath newly paſt between this youth and me. 

Prieſt, A contract of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Atteſted by the holy cloſe of lips, 
Strengthned by enterchangement of your rings, 
And all the ceremony of this compat 
Seal'd in wy function, by my teftimony : 
Since when, my watch hath told me tow rd my grave 
I have travell'd but two hous, Pals 

I 


Duke, 
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Duale. O thou diſlembling cub ! what wilt thou be 
When time hath ſow'd a grizzle on thy caſe ? 

Or will not elſe thy craft fo quickly grow, 
That thine own trip ſhall be thine overthrow Þ 
Farewel, and take her, but direct thy feet, 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet, 
Vio. My Lord, I do proteſt —— 
Oli. Q, do not fwear ; 
Hold hade faith, tho thou haſt too much fear! 
SCENE VV. - 
Enter Sir Andrew with his bead broke, 
Sir And, For the love of God a ſurgeon, and fend one 
y to Sir Toby. 

Oi. What's the matter? 

Sir And, H'as broke my head a- eroſa, and given Sis 
Toby a bloody coxcomb too: for the love of God your bales 
I had rather than forty pound I were at home, 

u. Who has dane this, Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And, The Duke 's gentleman, —— we took 
him for a coward, — — incarnate. 

Duke. My gentleman, Ceſari 


Sir And, Od's lifelings, 1 you broke my head 


— and that enen 
Sir 
Vio. Why do you ſpeak to me? I never hurt you : 
Vou drew your ſword upon me without cauſe, 
But I beſpake you fair, and hurt you not. 

Enter Sir Toby and Clown, 

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt 
me: I think you ſet — coxcomb, Here 
comes Sir Toby balting, you ſhall hear more; but if be 
had not been in drink, he would have tickled you other- 
gates than be did. 3 

Duke, How now, gentleman? how is't-with you ? | 

Sir To. That's all one, he has burt me, and there's an 
end on't ; ſot, didſt ſee Dick ſurgeon, ſor? + 

Clo, O he's drunk, Sir, above an hour agane 3 his eyes 
were ſet at eight i thi 


morning. 
Sir To, Then he's a rogue, and 4 palt-aataſure Panims 
Late a drunken rogue. y 


Vor, UI. B b vhs 
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Oli, Away with kim: who hath made this havock with 


them ? 
Sir. N ru help you, Sir Toby, becauſe we'll be dreſt 


Sir To, Will you help an aſs-head, and a coxcomb, and 
a knave, — knave, a cull ? 
[ Exe, Clo, To, and And, 
Ol. Get him to bed, and let. his hurt be look'd. to. 
| SCENE. V. Enter Sebaſtian. - 
Seb, I am ſorry; Madam, I have hurt your uncle: 
But had it been the brother of my blood, 
I muſt have done no-leſs with wit and ſafety. " 
CA Pani amaze, 
You throw a ſtrange regard on me, by which 
I do perceive it hath offended you; 
Pardon me, ſweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other, but fo late ago. 
Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two perſons, 
A-nat'ral perſpective, that is, and is not 
Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio ! 
How have the hours rack'd and tortur d me, 
. a I have loſt thee ! X SB 
Ant. Salaſtian are yu? 
Seb. Fear ſt thou that » Antonio! 
Au. How. have you made diviſion of yourſelf? 
An apple cleft in two, is not more twin . 
Than theſe two creatures, Which is Sehaflion F _.. 
Oli. Moſt wonderful | 
Seb. Do I ſtand there? I never had a brother: 
Nor can there be a deity in my nature 
Of here and every where. I had. a ſiſter, 
Whom Ne dg da Swans 
Of charity, what kinare you to me ? [To Viola. 
ht mow ye what name ? what parentage ? 
Vie. Of Malin; Schaftian was my father, 


Buch a Sehaftion was my brother too ' 


So went he ſuited to his wat'ry tomb. * 
Tf fpirits can aſſume both m 
You come to fright. us;.. 

- A ſpirit J am indeed, 


«4 
e + % _—_ 


ith 
reſt 
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But am in that dimenſion groſly clad, 
Which from the womb I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reſt goes even, 
I ſhould my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And ſay, thrice welcome, drowned #7 ils 
Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow, 
Seb. And ſo had mine. 
Vio. And dyed that day when Viola from her birth 
Had numbred thirteen years. 
Seb. O, that record is lively in my ſoul ; 
He finiſhed indeed his mortal act 
That day that made my fiſter thirteen years. 
Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this my maſculine uſurp'd attire; 
Do not embrace me, till each circumſtance | 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump 
That I am Vola; which to confirm, 
Pil bring you to a captain in this town 
Where lye my maiden weeds ;-by whoſe gentle help : 
I was preferr'd to ſerve this noble Duke, 
All the oceurrents of my fortune ſince 
Have been between this Lady, and this Lord. 
Seb. So comes it, Lady, you have been miſtoolæ: 


* o. 

But nature to her bias drew in that. 
You would have been contracted to a maid, 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv'd, 
You are betroth*d both to a maid and man, 

Duke, Be not amaz'd : right noble is his blood : 
If this be ſo, as yet the glaſs ſeems true, 
I ſhall have ſhare in this moſt happy wreck, | 
Boy, thou haſt ſa id to me a thouſand times [To Viola. 
Thou never ſhould'ſt love woman like to me. 

Vio. And all thoſe ſayings will I over-ſwear, 
And all thoſe ſwearings keep as true in ſoul, 
As doth that orbed continent the fire 
That ſevers day from night. 

Duke, Give me thy hand, 4 
And let me ſee thee in thy woman's weeds 
Vio. The captain _ bring me firſt on ſhore, 


— 
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Hath my maids garments : he opon ſome ection 

Is now in durance, at Malwolio's ſuit, 

A gentleman and follower of my Lady's. 

Oli. He ſhall enlarge him: Lach Jes hither, 
And yet, alas, now I remember me, 

They ſay, poor gentleman, he's much diſtract. 
CENE VI. 
Zotw dhe Chron — and Fabian, 
A more diſtracting frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly baniſh d his, 
How does he, firrah ? 

Ch. Troly, Madam, he holds Be/zebub at the ſlaves end 
as well as a man in his eaſe may do : h'as here writ a letter 
to you, I ſhould have given't you 5 But as 
n mad-man's epiſtles are no goſpels, ſo it {kills not much 
when they are deliver'd. 

Oli. Open't and read it; 

Cho, Look then to be well edify d, when the fool deliver 
the mad-man Ay the Lord, Madam, [ Reads, 

Ol, How now, art mad? 

Ch, No, Madam, I do but read madneſs : an your Lady. 
Ship will have it as it ought to be, you muſt allow Fox. 

Oh, Pr'ythee read it i'thy right wits. 

Usa. So I do, Madona; but to read his right wits, is to 
gead thus: therefore perpend, my princeſs, and give car. 

Oli. Read it you, farrah. Tv Fabian, 

Fab. [Reads.] By the Lord, Madam, you wrong me, 
. rut at; though you hawe put me int» 
2 fe ago your drunken uncle 9 — 

to — r . d your 
— por ane e I , with 
— — cow 7 ar you 
much ſhame : ahind of is ax gow. plaaþ 2 7 lawte my duty 4 
little untboug bi of, md ſpeck ont of myrepay. | 
The madly us — 

Ol. Dia be write this: 


Ch. Ay, Madam. 
| Duke. This favours not much of difiraion. | 
Ul. See him deliver'd, Fahian, bring him hither. 


My Lord, do genius; "theſe things further thought on, 


An 


ter 
t as 
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To think me as well a fiſter, asa wiſe, | 
One day ſhall crown th' alliance on't, ſo leaſe you ; 
Here at my houſe, and at my proper coſt, 

Duke. Madam, I am moſt apt t embrace your offer, 
Your maſter quits you; and for your ſervice done him, 
So much againſt the metal of your ſex, _ [To Viola. 
So far beneath your ſoft and tender 
And ſince you call'd me maſter for ſo long, 

Here is my hand, you ſhall from this tirae be 
You maſter's miftieſs, and his ſiſter ſhe, I | 
SCENE VII. Zaun Malvolio. | 

Duke, Is this the mad- man? | 

Oli, Ay, my Lord, this ſame : how now Alu | 

Mal. Madam, you have done me wrong, | 
Notorious wrong. ch | 

Oli. Have I, Mabuolio ? no. 

Mal. Lay, you have; pray you 8 
You muſt not aow deny it is your hand. 

Write from it if you can, in hand or phraſe, - 

Or ſay tis not your ſeal, nor your invention; 

You,can {ay none of this, Well grant it then, 

And tell we in the modetyof honour, 

Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of favour, 
Bad me come ſmiling, and croſs-garter'd to you, | 
hon on yellow ſtockings, and to frown 

pon Sir Toby, and the lighter people ? 

And acting this in an obetlient hope, 
Why have you ſuffer d me to be — 
Kept in a dark houſe, viſited by the prieſt, 
And made the moſt notorious geck or gull 
That e'er invention plaid-on ? tell me, why ? 

Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 

Tho', I confeſs, much like the chatafter : 
But, out of queſtion, tis aaria s hand, . 
And now I do bethink me, it was the 
Firſt told me thou waſt mad 3; then eam'ft thou ſmiling, 
— in ſuch forms which here were preſuppos - ++ 
n thee in the letter : priythee, be content; 
Thi practice hath moſt — gol upon thee ; 
2 know the grounds and authors of at, 
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Thou ſhalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 9 oT 
Of thine own cauſe, 
Fab, Good Madam, hear'me ſpeak, - 
And let no quarrel nor no brawl to come 
Taint the condition of this preſent hour, 
Which I have wondred at. In hope it ſhall not, 
Moſt freely I confeſs my ſelf and 
Set this device againſt Mal volio here, 
Upon ſome ſtubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd againſt him. Maria writ 
The letter, at Sir Toby's great importance, 
In recompence whereof he hath married her, 
How with a ſportful malice it was follow'd, 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge, 
If that the injuries be juſtly weigh'd, 
That have on both ſides paſt, 
Oli, Alas, poor fool ! how have they baffled thee ! ; 
Clo, Why, ſome are born great, ſome atchieve greatneſs, 
end ſome have, greatneſs thruſt upon them. I was one, Sir, 
in this interlude ; one Sir Topas, Sir; but that's all one: 
by the Lord, fool, I am not mad; but do you remember, 
Madam, wwby laugh you at ſuch a barren raſcal F an 
ſmile nat, be's gagg d: and thus the whirlgigg of time 
brings in his revenges. | 
Mal. I'Il be reveng'd on the whole pack of you, [ Exit, 
Oli. He hath been moſt notoriouſly abus d. 
Duke, Purſue him, and intreat him to a peace: 
He hath not told us of the captain yet ; 
When that is known, and golden time convents, 
A ſolemn combination ſhall be made 
Of our dear ſouls, In the mean time, ſweet ſiſter, 
We will not part from hence. Ceſario, come, 
For ſo you ſhall be while you are a man; 
But when in other habits you are ſeen, 


4 | Clown fings. 
When that I vas and a little tiny bey, 
With hey, bo, the wind and the rain: 
4 fool thing was but a toy, 
Fer the rain it raineth every day. 


Orfino's miſtreſs, and his fancy's Queen, [Excont, 


Fn 
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But euben I came to man's eſtate, 
With hey, bo, &c. 


*Gainſt na des and thieves men hut their gate, 
For the rain, &c. 


But wwhen I came, alas! to wive, 
With bey, bo, &c. 


By ſwaggering could I never thrive, "07 i 
Fir the rain, &c. 5 


But toben I came unto my bed, 
With hey, bo, &c. F 

With toſs-pots I bad drunken bead, . 
For the rain, &c. 


A great while ago the world begun, 
With hey, bo, &c. - 
But that's a one, our play is done, 


And we'll firive to peaſe you every day, [Exits 


The End of the TIXD Volume, © 
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